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Go, Little Book. 

Go, little book, on the wild tide, 
I launch thy pinion's stainless pride, 
And bid thee seek thy wandering home 
Amid the craggy billows' foam ; 
Careless the tempest^s rage to brave, 
And kiss the laughter of the wave ; 
Bearing to shipwrecked hearts the gain 
Of gentle love's immortal pain. 

Far other course thy keel will keep. 
From ships the nation's wealth that rea]) - 
For thee no lamp with constant light. 
Betrays the treachery of the night : 



For thee no minster spires upbear, 

Above the mists their guiding prayer ; 

For thee no harbor gates unlock, 

For thee no anchor bites the rock, 

Thy flag that stretches toward the shore, 

Will greet the blue hills nevermoie. 
The only light thy prow to speak. 

Will be the lightning^s fatal beak ; 

The only nest thy sail will know. 

The furrow deep that whirlwinds sow. 

Yet never blossomed on the earth. 
Than thine a less ungentle birth. 
For thou wert born of that rare time 
When lingers love with truth to rhyme. 
And all thy beams in beauty laid. 
When wanton zephyrs joyous played 
On silvery harp that stretched between 
An April cloud and meadow green. 
And Earth and Heaven laughed to see 
The struggling sun imprisoned lie. 



And all indifferent to me^ 
Whate'er thy changing fate may bo, 
For thou art child of one whose soul 
Disdains the elements' control ; 
Who deems despair and bitter shame 
Coequal with proud glory's name, 
Who holds the giant atom's force, 
Of power to burst a planet's corse. 
And each forgetful hour to be 
Twin flower with immortality. 
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Love and Liberty. 

Love, the child of liberty. 

Ever ranges like the bee. 

That in the royal rose's flame. 

Basking, mocks the violet's shame. 

Or the ice-plant's blushes wakes. 

Or the poppy's slumbers breaks. 

Or the water-lily cold 

Tempts with gleam of yellow gold ; 

But ever shuns the sacred spot 

Gemmed with the blue forget-me-not. 

But the lady of my heart 

Mistress of the art of art. 

With a thousand strange disguises. 

My erring fancy's flight surprises. 



Now the queen of dance and song^ 

Her glittering knights she shines among ; 

Now a pensive nun she flies 

To wound the gods with vestal sighs ; 

Now amid the piny grove 

Her wooing footsteps listless move ; 

Poet's idol, gypsy queen, 

Fairy shape on moonlit green ; 

Every lovely form I woo 

Unmasking, proves me falsely true. 

And tho' flckle as the sea, 

Ever constant^ Sweet, to thee. 
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The Vestal. 

Crystal maiden calm and proud. 
Beauty's passionless despair. 

Cold as the transparent shroud 
That the pure immortals wear. 



Ivory hands a bosom press, 

That the dreaming snow flakes cover. 
O'er whose stainless loveliness 

Vainly winged blushes hover. 



As vain the muse divides the light, 
That from duty's path secure 

Fancy's wayward pinion bright. 
May thy vestal steps allure. 





Bound a lily filled with dew^ 
A thriftless murmuring bee delays, 

That bidding oft its love adieu 
Still returns to sing its praise. 
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The Impeachment. 

Why are thy lovely eyelids drooping, 
Thy glances hidden in their sheath, 

Like eagles from the mountain stooping. 
That tremble on the dewy heath. 



Why are thy charmed words delaying 
With faltering wing by music's nest. 

Like bees that o^er the roses straying 
With balmy fragrance sink opprest. 



Why is thy neck* with blushes staining. 
Like lily from the tempest's wound. 
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That bending pours its sweet complaining 
To crimson flowers that paint the ground. 



Ah, Love, why art thou idly pleading ! 

At beauty's cell, disconsolate, 
Like minstrel that with footsteps bleeding. 

In yain entreats the convent gate. 
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A Serenade. 

Bleep Beautjy and of Hearen dream. 

While others dream of thee. 
Whose lovely charms awakened seem. 

Sweet dreams from Heayen to be. 

Sheathed is thy glance's tender fire. 

Thy voice's music mute; 
Ko less their touch and warmth inspire 

Love*s sad complaining lute. 

Dream, Beauty, clothed in gentle sleep. 

So, in his happy nest, 
Love dreams and smiles, while others reap 

His harvest's wild unrest. 
While treacherous fears light truces keep 

With hope in jealous breast. 
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The Warning. 

Maiden guard thy silvery feet, 
Where the pine and river meet. 

The wild Spirit of the Wood 
Worketh not thy beauty's good. 



'Neath the brooding forest's lid. 
He in ambush lying hid. 

Lures with evil's mystery 
Thy white soul's security. 



Seest thou not an ebon ray 
Mid the waving grasses play ? 
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Seest thon not the raven's wing 
O'er thy path its shadow fling ? 



Love no idle painted boy, 

Tempts with hope of promised joy. 
But the offspring of despair 

Wooes thee to a demon's lair. 



The Mermaid. 



A mermaid ia s mosey cave, 
Stealing from the laughing wave 
Its masic, clothes with witchery 
Wooing voice and languid eye. 



pearly throat 
' - gentle sign. 
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Sees the mermaid's golden hair 
Playing with the wanton air. 



Sees a corse with eager hand 
Clasp a wealth of yellow sand^ 
And the eagle hovering 
Nearer with its hungry wing. 
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A Vision, 

She stands upon a gri^y Jieigbt 
That guards our mighty river. 

Fair, fair is she as the budding light 
That makes the pine tops quiver. 



The lily on her whiter breast 

Gathers a purer calm, 
The violet to her warm heart prest 

Exhales a sweeter balm. 



As graceful as the waving wheat 
Beneath the zephyr's breath. 
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Sees the mermaid's goldeuWt 
Bayingwitlxtliewaatone.it. 

Sees a corse with eagex W^ 
Clasp a wealth of ye^Yo^ *«^^' 
^d the eagle bovexvxx^ 
Heater with ita ^xAxiv-^gc^ -sv^^ 
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She bends my gentle word to greets 
Then swiftly yanisheth. 



The purple flowers spring up to hear 

Her fairy footsteps glide^ 
And Hudson's freighted whispers bear 
' Her name to ocean wide. 
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The Penitent 

Tired with all his former folly 
Idle I0T6 grows melancholy. 
Till to Testal vows he turns 
And like a holy candle burns. 



Now his brayery cast aside. 
The Church's unexpected bride. 
Shut within the convent wall 
He lives in prayer continual. 



But to penance never bom 
Pale he grows and matin worn. 



to 

And his fading roses tell 

How hard his task who prayeth well. 



Oentle Pity, pensive nun. 
Faltering in her orison— ?- 
Vainly checks the fearful sigh 
Lest the pretty novice die. 
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The Virgin* 

No longer is my soul untenanted 

With hope, Mary, since that celestial hour. 

Of imniLortality the whitest flower. 

When thy clear eye its saintly pity shed 

Upon the tomb, where with the living dead 

My fettered life in learning's thorny waste— 

In labor's sloth, and noble aims misplaced^-^ 

Festered, and with deep inward anguish bled* 

But evermore soft wings of music chase 

The sunbeams, and from night's ti^nsparent sky 

Fair visionary shapes of breathing grace, 

Beckoning, unlock the star^' sweet minstrelsy. 

And, wooing to, no mortal resting-place. 

Bid me to sing of Heaven, that lives in thee. 
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The Miser. 

Why so chary of a kiss? 

Think you, pretty maid, to miss 

From a rose-encircled door 

One sweet truant less or more? 

Foolish miser, not to know 

Where one is plucked two others grow I 

Biches come not but by spending; 

Profit waits upon wise lending. 

Yet how canst thou miser be 

When nature wastes its wealth on thee ? 

How can lips with honey stored 

Thievish almoners, grudge their hoards 

Love 's no painted butterfly . 

Wandering forgetfully. 
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Nor misty humming-bird to kill 
Flowers that load its wanton bill. 
But secret thrifty bee that knows 
To bless the source whence bounty flows. 
Frolic maiden, fair and young, 
Why youth's beauty dost thou wrong 
Time soon teaches youth to fly, 
Youth too apt its wings to try. 
Think you, when fond youth is gone. 
Beauty lingers long alone? 
Easy is it to be nice. 
Hard the struggle to be wise. 
Prudent maiden, ah, remember, 
Kisses grow not in December. 
Grant me beauty, then just one. 
Ere yon cloud unchains the sun. 
Look, who knows if it were done ! 
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The Portrait. 

" The portrait of your gentle aunt inspire 

My touch to draw, fair Agnes, will you not t 

My brush I fear its cunning has forgot 

Since forced by penury to toil for hire. 

Best where this sacred laurel leaf embays 

A mossy seat safe from the noontide rays; 

Why should you haste while beauty^s wing delays? 



'^ Beneath your feet the dimpled ocean i^mileA, 

Behind us their proud crest the mountains rear, 

Through whose dark shadows snowy streams appear, 

Whose chiding song fond fancy's flight beguiles; 
Save the light smoke from yonder fisher s hut 
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Bf winnowiog ffonbeiims into nHjet wtongh^ 
No mortal stain the crystal Boene defilea. 

'^ Yoor annt is tdl «ad lithoi — a nameless graee ', 
An inborn musiG ever seems to play 
With wayward charm about her joyous face. 
Small is her hknd and foot» her maidens say. 
If somewhat fuller breathe her moulded bust. 
None will reprove my thrifty art, I trust ; 
Why should not time a little backward stray? 

^' What faij*y hands can I entice to stei^ 
Froii underneath the tiJred sun's chariot wheel 
The roses' dyes to wound her finger tips 
Or stain with crimson her half listening lips P 
Alas ! do Hot s^ch foolish anger feel 
That I time's ravages would oiitigate^ 
And nobly struggle against evil fate. 

** How shall I paint her fond reluctant eye. 
Commanding Vrith sweet careless witchery. 
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Coy as a Naiad's glance, that hides beneath 
The lucid waterfall's chaste bridal veil, 
When thro' the mists of some enchanted dale 
With treacherous lamp the moonbeam wandereth. 
Luring the traveller on to blTssf ul death ? '' 

"A portrait painter is bom but to lie," 

Fair Agnes cried, rising indignantly. 

'* My aunt is fifty — not a moment less. 

Ton must have known her long before your birth,- 

What are you painting now — a lowneck dress P 

A hardened conscience is of priceless worth. 

Such wickedness, what mortal mind could guess I 

''A painter is a poet of a moment. 
More false than he having no past or future. 
Your picture would make truth itself fomenfc. 
At avarice' touch how soon the strongest break: 
What think you will my serious uncle do to ye ? 
Are you a murderer, that thus you make 
An ancient lady half her life forsake ?" 
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** Hideous itf bedtiiy uttinfonned with mind^ 
And always fair whonai noble thonght inspired. 
All cannot have both gifts in one combined. 
Where {)aS8i6ti the prond chiseSed marble fii^s. 
Yourself be charitable J I must liye. 
Unless mj breath your ear^s compassion tires. 
Why not a little prudent pleasure give ? 

'' See how the dimples waken in e^h cheek 
That fashioned seei&s in music sweet to speak, 

While from their nest the winged blushes peep, 

Or wandering fret the beauty of a breast 

Where gentle love^ with balmy joys opprest^ 

Enchanted lies in dreamless, blisshil sleep. 

While still his fingers psie the liliee heap." 
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Better to e^tin with bmve pertifinng shdrel 
Your com and pork in some unsightly hotel,** 
Fair Agnes said, ** than shine by flattery. 
What have we next ?--a lover by a tree ; 
Now comes the silly Moon most naturally ; 
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Andy Mary guard me I look^ a half-K^Iosed lattioo— 
Gould anything be quite as flat as that is ?' 

"Awhile," said I, "forbear your honeyed praise. 
Whose cloying sweetness my swift brush delays. 
Portraits are honest, if you but draw near ; 
Would that their subjects might such honor share I 
My task is almost done. Do you recall, 
Those lines that mad-cap poet wrote last falL 
Tour aunt has often quoted them, I fear. 

" How shall I paint their gentle thoughts aright ; 

' The pitying sunbeam, that delays its flight 

To bless the tortured Inca's dying sight ; 

The lily on the holy Virgin's breast. 

In the white dream of saintly martyr drest ; 

How vain such feeble images to express 

Her iyory neck fretted by golden tress!' " 

" The work is almost flnished, is it not P" 
Said Agnes ; " what a transformation I 
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No Pelias boiling in the sterile pot. 
But really an entirely new creation* 
One touch alone yonr genius has forgot, 
The veil fair Venus round -ffineas threw 
To shield her hero from the Grecian dew. 

*' Tet there is something which I must admire^ 

What breathing life speaks even in her dress I 

Her foot, lips, eye, languid with music's fire. 

Seem eager hesitation to express. 

The lattice is as eloquent as a lyre." 

" Thanks, lady," cried I then, exultingly, 

*' I knew my soul would paint beneath your eye. 



*' Observe the proud hand swiftly loitermg. 
' I will not, shall I ?' archly questioning ; 
This way and that our eager mind divides. 
While vain imagination spurs its wing. 
In clouded fate the masking issue hides : 
Mankind will dogmatize the torturing doubt. 
And worship what it never can make out. 



" What wakes the double world to double life. 
Bidding the right hand waste, the left hand beg^ 
Of soy'reign motion the true inward life. 
Doubt is the fruit of Truth's immortal egg, 
True art stands always on one yielding leg. 
The stolid bull that rests upon all fours, 
The dreaming Hindoo not the Qreek adores. 

" Stay, shall I not a little larger paint 

A tiny ear half hidden from the yiew, 

Of wandering music's soul the secret lure, 

That heedless from wan sorrow's pleading plaint. 

Or passion's prayer averts its beauty's cure. 

Nor e'er will know its own sweet praises true. 

Until a hundred cannons whisper * You."' 

"I," cried fair Agnes with a sudden start, 
"What have I done, alas ! what have I said ? 
Too well I see yon understand all art. 
It is too flattering ; I'll not allow it ; 
What would it injure just to erase the head ? 
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If not, at least 111 snrely disavow it. 
How could yon do so treacberons a deed ? 

** It is the brush my guidance disobeys 
That vainly would its thoughtless step restrain. 
Alas I that senseless wood, in beauty's praise, 
Should hold true honest labor in disdain, 
And, careless of its toiling master's food, 
Its homage rash on timid charms intrude, 
HI worshiper before thy sacred fane. 

*' You see a brush is troubled with no debts ; 

No velvet-footed dun its long ear frets 

"With whisper poisoning the balmy air ; 

It toils nor spins, nor knows love's cheating care, 

"With colors bright its happy fancy fed, 

Wooes not that flitting phantom called a bed. 

Sweet hope that lurks in cruel housekeeper's lair. 

'*But never shall a meaner task profane 
An instrument that once your service knew 



Look how I snap my gentle brush in twain — 
So breaks a heart beneath your glance divine; 
Away its spirit flies to Bolotoo, 
There still to paint an unsubstantial You, 
And teach the pitiless gods to peak and pine. * 

**But if the copy you should fairer deem 

Than its original, perhaps we might — *' 

Fair Agnes, ere I finished, gave a scream, 

For creeping from the hill, a catspaw stiff 

Whipped off her hat, whose careless pinion bright 

A moment hovered o'er the churlish cliff. 

Then, glancing downward, spurred its rapid flight, 

" How can I in such sorry plight alive 
Return ?" she cried; ''what reason can I give P' 
Then swift her bending footsteps forward spring 
As eager from the height the maid to fling. 
Winged she skims along the pointed rocks; 
Her slender hand in matted roots she locks 
Adown the cliff, in act of clambering. 
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Stop I stop!" I cried, "youTl aurely break your 
neck; 
Your hat in safety on the dry sand lies;" 
Bat when did idle words e'er woman check ? 
The slidinpf pebbles with her foot she tries, 
My careful hand with heedless pride denies, 
And blindly from the tree withdraws her hold— 
In vain, for stronger arms her own enfold. 

Then woke the splendor of her angry eye. 

** Unclasp your villain touch 1 how dare you, sir 1** 

Then I — "Fair lady, all your prayers are vain; 

Forever in these fetters you shall lie. 

Unless from hence you promise not to stir." 

''Never 1" she cried; ** Your folly is my gain." 

'' I promise," said she, and again was free. 

Then down I bent my prudent footsteps true. 
For well the mountain craft my boyhood knew. 
And with the truant hat soon backward hied. 
** Forgive me," said her faltering accent kind. 
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More easily than toget^'^ my glaiice repliedr-^ 
'' Bat let us haste some sheltering caye to find; 
See what a storm comes rattling on the windL" 

For now behind the secret rampart hills 
The sullen clouds their troop are marshalling; 
The voiceless lightning nature's pulses thrills, 
While dark battalions spread their boding wing. 
Awhile the Fates in silence weave their shroud. 
Then breaks the deepening thunder's terror loud. 
And wounded Earth and trembling Heavem fills. 

Then I, to calm the blushing maiden's fear^ 
As safe we sat beneath a shielding rock^ 
'* Will not your favor this my poor coat wear ? 
The door that laughs at penury's fearful shock, 
Will never yield to thunder's gentle knock." 
Then happy at her wayward ear in chain, 
I framed a song to suit the tempest's vein, 

^^ Across a mead with daisies pied 
A maiden led her happy swain. 
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When flnddenly a sniimier raiu 
Around them poured its drenching tide. 

'*In trembling hope her dress to save, 
And life, the prudent maiden fled 
To where, with branches brave outspread 

A pasture oak asylum gave. 

'* ^Ah 1 foolish maid, to rest secure,* 
Her lover cried, * at danger^s gate ! 
Know, ere, kind Heaven ! it prove too late 

A tree is lightning's quickest lure. 

** ^ But here beneath this shielding cloak. 

With wiser footstep swiftly hie. 

And all indifferent defy 
The fury of the fatal stroke.* 

^'Mid blushes pale the maiden stood. 
While modest death, and bolder life. 
Within her breast woke doubtful strife 

Till louder roared the thundei rude. 



86 

** The oak still brayes the winter's rage ; 
The swain prays daily Heaven to send 
A friendly thunderbolt to end 

A wound no healing arts assuage." 



Then with a faltering smile fair Agnes said : 
** Interpret for me this strange painted leaf — 
Of half last night the ondiscoyered thief ; 
See^ here's a tent hid in the forest shade^ 
With dusky warriors sleeping round a fire. 
Whose flames enfold a happy youth and maid, 
And here a headless eagle in the mire." 



*' I drew it," said I, *' as you well might guess, 
Who know me in my humble Indian guise. 
Unskilled in plumed words my thoughts to dress ; 
Nor wiselier taught the charm of classic art, 
At whose cold touch wild fancies crystallize. 
But one that sings like bird in dell apart. 
Or paints as flower that hid in forest lies. 
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" It U a song a friend wrote long ago — 
An incident that shuns the garish eye. 
Although the youth and maiden cleariy show 
The object of the warriors' slumbering. 
The eagle is my tribe, though loth I see 
My head has lost its continuity. 
Well, if you wish the words, I'll try and sing : 

'To-morrow forth thy lover goes 
To stem the battle's steelv wave. 

Nor other hope nor solace knows 
Than one cold glance thy bounty gave — 
A torch to light him to his grave. 

Fair Maid of Baltimore ! 

* Light slumbers seal a maiden's ear. 

When lovers' sighs their spell entwine ; 
Sweet dreams awake to hope and fear 
When sorrow's soft complaint draws near. 
Too near the heart of Ermaline, 

The Maid of Baltimore I 
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'From snoir-white conch a moulded foot^ , 
Creeping, a idmorons touch obeys. 

And holding its wild music mute. 

In fleecy sheath and sable boot ; 
Beluctantly its pride arrays, 

Fair Maid of Baltimore I 



* Then o'er her shoulders' fairer charm 
A silvery silken robe she throws, 

That swift with jealous fond alarm 
Downward with gathering beauty flows. 
Till rich with borrowed grace it shows 

The Flower of Baltimore ! 



'Backward the golden hair that gowns 
Thine ivory breast thy quick hand flings. 

Its waves with shining crescent crowns ; 
The while thy waist a girdle rings. 
That close with chiding finger clings. 

Fair Maid of Baltimore I 
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' Then to the casement soft she creepff 
With step of brave infirmity, 

And through the masking lattice peeps 
With glance of wayward witchery. 
Half fearing what she hopes to see-^ 

The Maid of Baltimore I 



' Beneath the oak tree's constant leaf 
A pale face brea&ing silent prayer, 

A pleading face of hopeless grief — 
Kind HeaTcn, make thy soul ita care I 
Tho' loTcrs die, they ne'er despair. 

Fair Maid of Baltimore ! 



^ A shadow on the window lies j 
Slowly the casement open sUdest, 

A faltering " Nay*' her voice replies^ 
With lightsome step her lerret glides. 
With bashful art her face she bides — 

The Maid of Baltimore I 
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'A rose-leaf clothed in moonbeam cold^ 
Sach love alone thy fancy knows, 

But now no painted fiames enfold 
A breast that to such rapture grows. 
The passionate air with crimson glows! 

Fair Maid of Baltimore I 



* Without the room a sleeping death, 

Her rebel kinsmen's fatal pride. 
Within, a tender balmy breath, 

The kiss with wooing smile denied — 

Suppressed delight intensified — 

The Maid of Baltimore I 



* The soul acquaint with bitter woe, 
Alone this deepest truth can spell ; 

The Heaven of Heaven that mortals know 
Lies hidden in the heart of Hell — 
A truth thy beauty teacheth well — 

Fair Maid of Baltimore I 
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'' Take thou this girdle ; may it prove 
To thee no traitor/* faltered she. 

One kiss their trembling sorrow wove ; 
Bleeding, her lover tore him free ; 
The dark wind echoed heedlessly. 

Fair Maid of Baltimore P 

" Is not the halting tale a little long ?^ 

Pair Agnes said, with an ungentle frown. 

" Alas 1 have women so forgetful grown 

That they can thus their modest nature wrong ? 

Some latitude must be allowed to song ; 

But don't you think the fancy rather shocking 

That would idealize a shoe and stocking ?" 

Then sullen from my side a pouch I drew, 

A sacred pipe to people from its store. 

And as the purple circles round me flew, 

Their airy wing upon the wind I blew. 

That to the storm king gentle tribute bore. 

" The spirits love," then I, "this perfumed breath 

That paints the soul after the body's death. 
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** It is a cbsmn I learnt of Bearer Tail, 
The wisest medicine man among the Sionx; 
Its potent inflnence hardly knows to fail 
If you but proper time and patience use. 
Look, while I speak the parted elotidft avale. 
And fairy Angers swiftly press to tie 
Hope's glittering girdle round the beamy sky." 

Then forth we passed into the crystal air, 
That vocal grew with many a hidden note, 
That on the new bathed sunbeams joyed to float, 
The robin's Yoice, the throstle's music rare, 
The blackbird whistling to the merry jay. 
The sparrow's mirth, the cuckoo's yirelay. 
Choiring the beauty of the closing day* 

For now beneath a gorgeous baldachin 
The royal Sun sinks down to blissful rest. 
With softer charm his flattering glances shine 
Thro' low-hung clouds in living crimson drest. 
Till lessening wave, hushed wind, imd painted tree 
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With melancholy l)eauty'B balm opprest 
Own gradual the golden sovereignty. 



Then glimmering thro' the pnrple of the weist 
The tremulous evening star in beauty grew, 
Fugitive as the one unguarded glance 
Of Dian chaste^ faint as in maiden's breast 
Of sweet first love the image vainly true, 
That backward starts at its own countenance, 
Yet unf orgotten lives thro' life's mischance. 

Then I, " If to thy guardianship I give. 
In lieu of yellow gold or jewels rare. 
The sacred cord binding this wandering star. 
That thou forever in its song may live 
When silent dull earth's lessening voices are. 
May I not from thy beauty's milder reign 
A boon solicit for love's wasting pain ? 
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" I thank you," said she, " for your priceless gift. 
Entailing though it may no little cai^ 
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Fm glad my finger is so long and swift — 
An instrument not easy to repair. 
Should it discover any serious rift, 
A master marvelous and steady practice. 
Surely the touch needs ere it quite exact is. 

" Your royal bounty how shall I return ? 
Stay, here's an honest glowworm in the grass; 
Fear not, the truthful Cupid would not bum. 
Were you inflammable as country lass. 
Your Bible open when your home you reach, 
The brilliant preacher with one word will teach 
What in its bag your future fortune has.'' 

" No other gift my treasury bare can find." 
Then swift my touch her chiding hands unbind. 
And o'er the mead with printless foot she flies. 
Until an oak, with purple brambles twined. 
Her further flight with threatening dart denies ; 
Then by a rock the maid unconquered stood. 
When down her foot sank in the treacherous mud. 



45 

A heroine's dainty foot incased in mud 
Is not in f orm^ I know it well enough ; 
I would have made it different if I could ; 
But when a meadow borders on a bluffy 
The rains delay, and often treacherous spots. 
Unwelcome darker-eyed forget-me-nots. 
Surprise us like a sudden pinch of snuff. 

And my dull halting brain lacks skill to inyent 
A story, plot, or simplest incident; 
Bright fancy's glittering wing long since has fled. 
O'er happier hearts its purple charm to throw. 
And sent to me a prudent priest instead ; 
The only yoice whose flattery soothes me now, 
A poor, plucked, palsied, practical, carrion crow. 

Besides, I was brought up, as few have been. 
Mid lawyers, doctors, gentle, clergymen. 
Who wisdom loved, and often would extol her. 
Except on state occasions now and then 
They only lied to earn an honest dollar — 



46 

Lying is such a precions commodity, 
A sportive lie were an outrageous oddity. 

So, unallured by hope's enchanted wand. 
Snail-like I follow truth along the sand. 
Noting such facts as fix my curious eye, 
Careless, though oft by treacherous voices fanned 
The rising waves engulf my task and me ; 
When they subside again I trudge along. 
Though lingers in my ear the ocean's cheating song 

Truth for its own sweet sake I first was taught 
To love with passion, by some railroad men ; 
There is no better method to be bought — 
The way, though costly, speedy is and plain. 
But I digress, though eager is my pen 
To draw one fire-proof saint in sweet particular. 

Who boldly laid his track quite perpendicular. 

• 

I left our heroine in no gen tie mood. 

And hardly dare return. " Look at your work. 

Ungenerous, cruel, you wicked, wicked Turk ; 
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I 

I hate you, sir — ^was never brute so rude. 

N"o, don't !" she cried, and crimson-staining stood. 

For, bending down, I kissed her miry foot. 

Ah ! roguish Love, how could you make me do it ? 

Then on a rock with scented grasses strewn 
My ancient coat a guardian brave I spread, 
Rejoiced again the rebel queen to throne. 
Whose beauty holds all loyal hearts in thrall — 
That, weeping, mourn a kingdom banished, 
And strive with gentle prayer continual 
To empire's care their sovereign to recall. 

Around us grew mosses and penciled ferns. 

The golden rod, whose wealth brave poets steal, 

Sole guerdon that their toiling madness earns. 

The foxglove, skilled the heart's disease to heal, 

Asters, wild larkspur, rabid gueule-de-loup. 

And flowers whose thick leaf sheathes rich blossoms 

blue. 
With many more that at her feet I threw. 
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Then in the azure of the deep blue sky 
The choiring stars unveil their melody, 
While closer fleecy clouds their pinion fold, 
And noiseless rise from caverns deep that hold 
The purple mists, the perfume of the sea, 
Of charm its wailing voices low to heal, 
That like forsaken lover's far reproaches steal. 

3ut I, enraptured, gazed upon a face 
That might an angel's loveliness disgrace. 
And had unpeopled half the bending sky, 
To follow a new-found divinity ; 
Had ib uplifted its proud, languid eye ; 
That, breathing beauty in the sober shade, 
A gleaming isle of soft enchantment made. 

Let others measure life by linked days, 
Or stretch the world out with far wandering feet ; 
Around one spot my heart of heart delays, 
One hour of joy makes all my memory sweet. 
One hour of toiling time, the crowning praise, 
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Through pregnant cycles framed to be the eye^ 
Lighting the forehead of eternity. 

Forever sacred shines the house that guards 
The heavenly Presence hid in human ties ; 
The father's care that impulse high supplies, 
The mother's smile that failure's tears rewards. 
Such happy lot cruel fate to me denies. 
My only home is one enchanted thought^ 
By music's touch to mystic beauty wrought. 

Long on the maiden's face my silence f ed. 
Proud, passionate, face in pity beautiful, 
That breathing seemed a truth infallible. 
An inward light through vase of crystal shed ; 
Then my heart's whispera drew my paJe lips nigher. 
*' Is what I hoped a gem, a sacred fire. 
To which no touch of mortal may aspire ?" 

I said, and hearing gentle answer none, 

** Fair maiden," added *' lend thy chidinsr ear 

Awhile from thy poor suitor's grief, to hear 
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What from thy bounty his hurt soul has won. 
Too costly gifts to deck thy lover's bier. 
Ill task it were a sceptre to bestow, 
On whom thy sentence in the dust lays low. 

"For when thy lovely iace upon me beamed, 

That like an unf orgotten vision seemed, 

Of boyhood's year, deep sunk in wasting pain. 

My soul was buried, of sweet hope devoid; 

Indifferent to joyous pleasures vain. 

Nor less with strenuous thought's proud purpose 

cloyed. 
So blind the struggle seemed, so small the gain. 

" For I my youthful years could never bring 
To love or hoarding gold or vulgar place, 
Bright ribbons that to tattered bodies cling. 
But with my pilgrimstafE went wandering 
Through cities proud and still forgotten ways. 
With footstep light, in glowing hope to find 
The sacred truth that shall redeem the kind. 
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' The world's forgotten soul, where lies it hidden ?' 

Eager Tasked of every passer-by ; 

At which all stared in strange perplexity, 

And crouching some by their own shadows ridden, 

Some filling empty words with ancient dust. 

Such guiding light their answers loud supply. 

As torches dead in empty sockets thrust. 

" Till answered one that shone of countenance high, 

And nobler, seemed to scorn his company ; 

* What seek you, youth ! Ourselves your God have 

ta'en. 
And with our deeper cunning subtly slain. 
To sway the world with easy mastery. 
Doubt you the truth ? behold the church, his 

shroud. 
That wins us tribute from this hoarding crowd.' 

*'At wisdom's lie earth's honey garnering moulds. 
With dead bees filled: noisome from out the sky 
The burnt stars dropt, and such a bitter cry, 
As when a slowly lessening wall infolds 
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A prisoner^ broke from my dumb agony^ 
That rooted Death forgot his masking dance. 
And in his own heart drove his opiate.lance. 

« Yet in my misery an impulse brave. 
Such legacy high aspirations give, 
Spurred me my life from vices base to save, 
' Though nothing true in man or nature live. 
My soul,' I cried, * shall in my soul believe,' 
And 'mid my mouldering friends in silence stood 
A hermit in Gehenna's solitude. 

*' But when I drank the lustre of thy face, 
And kujew its beauty bom of hidden grace, 
A sudden meaning blossomed in the Sun, 
And with sweet music flooding dusty ways 
The joyous Earth again its life begun, 
As love to fire awoke my frozen youth. 
That knew in love the secret soul of truth. 

" Immortal rise the Gods whom Science slays. 
And nobler, breathing from the clearer sky, 
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A holier power of deeper majesty, 
WJiose influence the unseen star obeys. 
Though now no more by hallowed fane delays 
The angel sent the message true to bear. 
Love is God's soul's one witness ever near. 

" Then promised Fame to make thy name a song 
By English maids the hawthorn buds among, 
Whispered, or where Nevada's torrents roar. 
Or Western cornfields lap the horizon's shore. 
Or where just judges India's nations tame. 
Or far Australian hunters track the game. 
Or Hudson's waves earth's gathered riches pour." 

As one that hears forbidden suitors speak, 
Fair Agnes sat with half averted eye. 
So eloquent grew the witness of her cheek. 
So wistful loth her hand, half poised to fly. 
*• Ah I bitter blossom, sprung from honeyed root; 
I may not grant what I cannot deny, 
I would not have you plead, yet cannot wish you 
mute.'* 
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She answered : "If indeed I had but known, 
Would that have helped? for when again we met 
At that blind dying fishermaiden's bed, 
Such thought unselfish in thy kindness shone. 
And pride above poor woman's flattery set 
That slighted beauty's wrong my fancy led, 
Whene'er I strove thy coldness to forget. 

*' My happy youth with visions bright was blest 
Of holy martyr brave and wandering knight, 
That, spurred by secret love in faithful breast, 
Eide forth the helpless and opprest to right. 
And proud in self-forgetful courage drest 
Their bodies heedlessly to torture give. 
So their high souls in deeds immortal live. 

"As deep for lives like thine my sympathy. 

So deep I hate the lot to woman sent. 

Who feed with comforts the soul's discontent. 

And, leaving life's ennobling charity. 

On narrow household cares their thought bestow. 
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Losing the little their dull masters know. 
Like lessening apes that into shade ?7S grow. 

" In one short week we sail. The Doctor says 

My mother's fate may be perhaps reprieved. 

Such is the letter I to-day received. 

She only for my father's coming stays; 

With them I go to Southern Italy; 

It may be years before again I see 

My friend with other eye than memory. 

" Reproach me not, nor altogether blame 

The selfishness of this forgetful hour, 

That bound by gentle thoughts in golden frame. 

Around my soul its sacred balm will poor. 

When I, a distant half-remembered name. 

In foreign clime invoke delightedly 

Its reawakening joyful mystery.'* 

*' Enchantress, breathing beauty infinite. 
Other reproach than praise inadequate. 



Fear not from him whose glory were to write 
Thy name of joy upon the direful gate, 
Where wretched mortals hoarding torture wait — 
A hope to law nor cruel religion known, 
Whose changing empire mocks man's changeless 
groan. 

** Farewell the heart-beat whispering, * It is she/ 
Farewell fond walks beside the laughing sea, 
Farewell the golden thread of woven thought. 
Farewell bright glances into fancies wrought. 
Farewell the chiding of the evening-star, 
Farewell to all save memory's prison bar. 
Farewell to all save one sweet face afar. 

" Welcome the strength from bitter misery bom. 
Welcome the soul purging from earthly stain. 
Welcome true love in secret bounty shown, 
Welcome dear care for kindred souls forlorn. 
Welcome the ideal's self-forgetful reign, 
Welcome the ^lory of thy beauty known, 
Welcome one hope that whispers Thee again. 
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^' Proud solace of the painless infinite, 
Unknown of him whose pleasure-cloistering eye. 
Mid blushing roses painting Heayen too nigh. 
Delays to drink the sacred difficult light. 
My soul shall nurse upon the unseen height, 
*A selfless love, germ of a nobler world. 
When dead the Sun lies in its banner furled/' 

The maiden's face, bright as a thought unspoken. 
Mastered my words with silent sympathy ; 
Then, with a sigh from fetters half unbroken, 
"Mother would die, for, in her changeless faith, 
The heretic's belief is the soul's death. 
Mother would die, mother would surely die — 
Mother would die , mother would surely die." 

"Fettered,'' then I, "shall be my sleepless tongue. 
Though half earth's charms beneath its silence die. 
For ill pan beauty by itself bo sung. 
And hers the least whose yeiling modesty 
Beluctant meets the crystal fountain's eye. 
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Tet am I^ too^ a OathoUc in a fashion. 
And love you with a uniyersal passion. 

'^ The idea is charitable as the soul ; 
God's love its source, God's love its equal goal. 
A careless tale a foolish friend once told. 
My heedless ear not ill the deep truth shows 
How art itself, with silent finger cold, 
Invites the evil to its marble fold,, 
And over all its sacred mantle throws. 

" He loved a girl — ^none fairer, so he said — 
A boast that marred a gentle tale, else true. 
For well my sorrow charms more fatal knew, 
He loved her, and, perchance, his love had wed. 
Had he on other food than cold words fed ; 
But in this country, generous, brave, and free, 
That steal their thoughts, he died of poverty. 

*' Unknown they loved, unknown the lovers met. 
For ill can haughty parents' prudence brook, 
Bich heiresses on poets' rags should look ; 
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Unknown they mot in some forgetful street, 
Where poverty alone and misery speak 
Discord that grew as heavenly music sweet. 
Beneath the rose songs breathing from her cheek. 



" One evening, by the Hudson's wintry tide, 
They rested on a huge iron wheel that lay 
Eusting upon the pavement ; on each side 
Huge factories stood remote in empty yards. 
None but a madman to such spot would stray. 
The very thought my palsied tongue retards. 
Such tales of river thieves about it play. 



"A nameless corpse from out the river picked, 

The morgue, the merry students' lottery. 

For legs, arms, trunk, and head a little nicked. 

And into science rapidly we pass. 

Our absence wakes the papers' warring cry, 

'Absconded,' some say, some the charge deny, 

And charitably write us down an ass. 
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But little thought they of cruel danger's care. 
In that one hour, when, sunk in blissful rest. 
Her head lay pillowed on her lover's breast. 
Whose pale lips hovering over roses rare, 
Sweet boon, till then ungranted to love's prayer. 
In sacred scarlet clothed his first-born kiss. 
That beggared heaven and filled the earth with bliss. 

" The dull street blossomed into paradise. 
Forgetful time in rythmic music sped ; 
When, glancing up with languor-drooping eyes, 
The maiden sees an ominous spectral head 
Above the wall behind them slowly rise — 
A lurking eye like an assassin's knife. 
Aiming its treacherous point against her life. 

" She paler grew, but with a gentle smile. 
As happy in her lover's arms to die, 
^Thispercd his careless ear the danger nigh, 
He rising, said aloud, ' Wait here awhile, 
I Avill return ;' the head sank noiselessly ; 
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Then by the hand he led the silent girl, 

While Fortune breathless gave her wheel a whirh 

" For suddenly forth from a neighboring cart, 
"With warning whistle two dark rufSans start ; 
While o'er the wall their angry comrades climb, 
To aid with rapid tread the hideous rhyme. 
Our friends lend wings to unreluctant feet. 
And shadowed by pursuers still more fleet. 
Reach just in time a thickly peopled street. 

** Later, for poets will their soul denude 
And pawn its clothes to give their fancy food. 
My friend asked me how best to introduce 
Into a fancy sketch this spectral head. 
* So picturesque a thing is hard to lose. 
Yet not less difficult to find the thread 
By which a murderer to art is wed.' 

" Then I the background of a surface tale, 
Yotir worthy friend would admirably grace 
A coal black head, a maiden lily pale. 
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Bat worthier you, should you from distance trace 
The mystic curving lines of good and ill. 
Their meeting the immortals' starting place. 
Cradle of heroes' heaven-descended will. 



* Ah ! gentle murderer,' exclaimed my friend. 
Where'er your chainless mounting footsteps bend. 
Or whether housed in thoughtful chamber bare. 
You make the idle law your studious care. 
In wise delay to tlirash the barren air, 
How happy I to hang your lips upon. 
And learn your morals and religion I 



' Then shall I weave from deadly serpent-rays 

A living darkness round one guileless face. 

Whose purity informs the pregnant slime. 

Till heroes born of demons heavenward climb. 

Darling ! mankind shall live but by thy gi^ace. 

And worshiping beauty and Thee divine, 

See God's own eye from Hell's black centre shine.' 
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"So ends the burden of a tale ill told;" 

'^But he!" cried Agnes, with an eager glance 

That seemed the story's broken thread to hold; 

<* What happened? I am sure no evil chance 

Could well befall so true a lover bold; 

Though such wild actions our reproof must move. 

One needs must listen ere she can reprove. 

"And if she listen—" " She, she married well, 
A man whose value one who runs can spell, 
A millionaire they called the yellow dwarf. 
Rich in all virtues save a dangerous cough — 
Pardon the rhyme my ear's a little off — 
And now a queen of good society 
She gladly lets forgotten follies die. 

"A letter fell into her mother's hand, 

Who by mistake the document untied. 

Then at her child presenting ifc cried, ' Standi 

Deliver! or you shall be crucified.' 

The girl confessed her love with generous pride. 
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Vainly the mother stormed, * Is she not free ?* 
Urged the wise father, * Let the matter be/ 

** Then later hired a girl, all innocence. 

To be her servant, she on some pretence 

Her secret to her trusting mistress breaks; 

My friend had wronged her with cruel added blows. 

Witness the arm her kind reluctance shows. 

For well the eloquence of a thing that speaks. 

The wise old judge from long experience knows. 

**But he," cried Agnes, with too kind a sigh, 
'* What business else should the poor poet try? 
A homeless soul thafc knew no resting-place, 
And half in love seemed with his own disgrace. 
Than that where all succeed, the skill to die. 
Sequestered far from feigning friendship's eyes. 
Hid in the potter's field his lean mould lies. 

** How oft to sell his tales and poetry 
About the streets my hungry footsteps fly. 
Though all cried excellent, no one would buy. 
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'American/ they said; * yes, yesj 'tis true, 
But how can we waste money upon you, 
When nothing need be paid for English thought?' 
And truth, a thing is cheaper stolen than bought. 

'' Well I recall the dying scene; he lay 

Delirious ou a miserable bed. 

The fever's flame, the frozen ashes' ray 

His warmth, till at the last raising his head, 

'Thou, Heaven, and I were all alone,' he said; 

* Give me one kiss ; darling, where art thou fled ? 

Darling! darling! darling!' he gasped and died. 

"So passed his soul up to the blissful skies, 
So died his country's immortality, 
A name beneath cruel envy's obloquy. 
An unseen sun above his country lies. 
His beggared country that on shadows feeds, 
And its diviner mind starved and forgot, 
Aspiring to be thief, turns idiot. 

''Kinder to them had been the murderer's knife 
Than mother or than country. Who can tell 
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The purposes that underlie our life ? 
Or what divining mind can rightly spell 
This good, that evil." Gentle Agnes sighed. 
And from her downcast eyes began to well 
Sweet tears that sweetly to my tale replied. 

** The last song that he wrote, this wizard place 
Suits well ; the treacherous rocks to slumber kist. 
By the pale fingers of the wandering mist. 
The moonlit sea, where beauty's tranced face. 
Through shrouded wave breathes melancholy grace, 
I will repeat, since so you urge the song, 
*Tis quaintly written and not very long. 

^Silvery net, silvery net, 
Woven with care, warily set, 
Lier-in-wait, thief of the sea. 
Win from the deep treasure for me. 

^ Faint on the marge, weary and sad. 
Fed with the mist, misery clad. 
Long have I lain, sorrow-begone, 
Mocked of the stars, scorned by the sun. 
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' Bipples the wave, still though the wind. 
Watcher unseen, what dost thou bind? 
Hasten my hand, hasten my oar. 
Soon shall the prize bloom on the shore. 

' Heavy the spoil, fisherman bold. 
Diamonds or pearls, what dost thou hold ? 
Tho' with strong hand back draw the tide. 
Swiftly my boat, more swiftly glide. 

* What on the wave glooms shuddering. 
Dark as the wild night raven's wing ; 
What mid the weeds glimmers so fair. 
With love's delight clothing the air. 

' Thee have I won, luminous maid. 
Ivory-limbed, beauty-arrayed ; 
Fleece of the cloud, flame of the sea. 
Fatal to all, captive to me. 

' Cold are the drops that from thee drip. 
Colder thy cheek, colder thy lip. 
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Cold is the ice, swift streams that rims, 
Colder thy still crystalline limbs. 

* Gentle the arms round thee that twine. 
Tender the lips melting on thine, 
Creep, darling, creep, close to my breast. 
Cold is the bird, warm is the nest. 

* Opaline glance, steal from thy sheath, 
Boses again wake from your death, 
Violet veins swift through the snow, 
Bear to my heart love's overflow. 

* Slumbers too deep, joys too divine, 
Eound the fond heart coil serpentine ; 
Fortunate love ill vigil keeps, 

Forth from sweet dreams cruel Beauty leaps. 

' Forth from wild dreams madly I start, 
What like a sword pierceth my heart? 
Am I awake ? ah, misery ! 
Loveliest one ! why dost thou fly? 
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'Look how the rocks shield her white feet ! 
Look how the wayes rise her to greet ! 
Down she has leaped into the sea^ 
Look how she turns piteously. 

* Arrows of love dart from her eyes, 
Piercing che mists round her that rise; 
Hark to her song, summons of fate. 
Whispering low, " Why dost thou wait?*' 

" Knowest thou not he who hast kist 
Once my pale lips all joy has missed? 
Linger ye on hopeless, alone. 
Memory's mock, oorse on a throne." 

* Echoes my soul, short my delay. 
Beckoning shape, thee to obey ; 
Into the storm, into the sea. 
Vision divine, gather thou me/ 

I finished, and the maiden's face of pride 
In her pale hands its trembling beauty hid ; 
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*' Forgive me/* through her blinding tears she siglied, 
As I her passionate sorrow vainly chid. 
**Alas ! has love such fatal potency ? 
Promise me, darling, that you will not die ; 
Promise me, darling, that you will not die !'* 

Then, through the sorrow of a brooding heart. 

That knows the depths of human misery. 

And thoughts unconscious in the soul that lie, 

And motive mystery of each hidden art, 

A word gleamed golden on my ravished eye, 

Unheard, unknown, since through the forming earth. 

Thrilled the deep impulse of its sacred birth. 

Veil, veil, thy sight, each faintly beaming star ; 
Be still, wild wave, and fond, impatient wind ; 
Keep mortal eye thy gaze profane afar. 
Bo nature's swift inquisitive senses blind, 
Banished the inward vision of the mind, 
That thought within its range may never hold 
The word that sways love's starry kingdom old. 
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At length we slowly rose from love's fair seat. 
And heart-in-heart homeward reluctant walked. 
While gentle glance to glance as gentle talked. 
Until the fisher's hut delayed our feet. 
So homely fair it seemed our eye to greet ; 
Thete pausing o'er the grass we softly crept. 
And thievish through the window shutter peept. 

There, spurring knife and tongue to sharp debate, 

Eavenous as sharks upon a rainy day. 

Five rugged urchins at half anchor sat, 

111 framed their mother's chiding to obey. 

Around a table bountiful where lay 

Huge loaves, fresh mackerel and a brave teapot. 

With one large dish whoso name I have forgot. 

The salt-tanned father sat with half-turned seat. 

His clothes stained with the dust of children's feet, 

Clambering the sacred evening kiss to greet. 

And often to an empty chair he turned 

With glance that for his angel daughter yearned. 
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Just lost, who years before had lost her sight, 
Watching his coming through the tempest's light. 

Then homeward on we fared, the timid maid 
By many a shadow, many a leaf delayed, 
Nor knew the bubbling rivulet to leap 
Unaided, nor the low-browed rock to climb ; 
But, like a naughty child from mother strayed. 
Her hand repentant into mine would creep — 
So on we fared, our footsteps set to rhyme. 

But different far that night her courage shone, 
When, opening with royal grace our ball. 
Her beauty's ray made beauteous every one. 
And held unconscious rudest hearts in thrall. 
Far fairer than the praise of envy's tongue. 
Like gleaming star amid the dark clouds hung, 
That lovely makes the midnight's sable pall ; 

So shone she, loved of all, love's fond despair. 
Beauteous that none might chose but come too 
nigh, 
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So cold that faltering love forgot its prayer; 
Thus shone she, hopeless lure of every eye, 
Thus moved unhurt a wooing phantom fair. 
Clothing the air with music and strange light. 
Like siren cleaving starry waters bright. 

But at the first word of cold midnight's tongue, 
A low sequestered window timorously 
Pressed back its lattice, and to heart and eye 
That mute and lifeless to its promise clung. 
Unveiled a face whose beauty exquisite. 
By poet's rage nor angels' praises sung. 
With gleaming fire appareled the dull night. 

Upon her neck a priceless ruby lay. 
Hiding a jewel soon more rich and rare, 
Untaught by envious time to fade away. 
Of gentle maidens the fond blush and care, 
When ancient empires crumble to decay, 
And England yielding to her nobler fate. 
Adds lustre to the Mississippi State. 
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Beneath Thy Window's Hope. 

Beneath thy window's hope I lie 

In wasting pain that will not sleep; 
Ah! when will laughing eyes reply 

With healing charm to eyes that weep? 

Oh! never blame thy loveliness, 

If overmuch, if something overmuch. 
Its victim on thy fingers press 
His lingering touch, his tender lingering touch. 
Oh! never blame thy loveliness. 
If helpless love with ardor press 
His gentle lingering touch. 

Oh! never blame thy rosy lips, 
If won by night, if won by thievish night. 
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A thoughtless truant from them slips. 
To breathe delight, to breathe divine delight. 

When treacherous Venus weaves her chain, 
Begrets and prudish tears are vain 
To break her fetters light. . 
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Beauty's Immortality. 

Proud mistress of my heart's idolatry, 
Less than the highest never deem his aim 
Who sings, Camilla, thy nnstaining name 

With echoes borrowed from the earth and sky. 

Not nnrewarded of Jove's clearer eye. 

Who hopeless feel the spur of generous shame, 

* 
And flocking to the bloodstained porch of fame. 

Close locked in death's embrace unyielding lie. 

But if thy beauty's magic shield my rhyme. 
Know the close woven ray by poet spun. 

Alone untarnished mocks the breath of time. 
Fair Helen's glance outbraves Napoleon's sun. 

And thy quick beam shall warm the arctic clime. 
When muffled stars feed cold oblivion. 



77 



Love in Adversity. 

XJnhappy Love, ah ! whither art thou fled? 
Wandering alone beside the rocky shore. 
Where mountain torrents echo ocean's roar, 
Thou who wast wont upon the roses' bed. 

By the rich bloom of beauty's kisses fed. 

To watch her starry eyes rain golden ore. 

While murmuring fears their wooing whispers pour. 

Sweet hopes to sweeter joys diyinely wed. 

Thy nobler mind, edged by adversity. 
Spurs thee to mount the star-crowned crags among. 
Brooding beside the lightning's nest to lie. 
Thy bleeding limbs upon the cold rocks flung; 
Nor less, fair Constance, shall the nearer sky 
Hear thy true praise in happy numbers sung. 
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The Fishermaiden. 

Fishermaiden, by the sea, 

Sporting on the yellow sand, 
Come and sit awhile by me. 

Lay in mine thy sun-browned hand. 

Tame thy wayward glances wild. 

Nearer bend thy pearly ear. 
Little should a mermaid's child 

Know of foolish doubt and fear. 

Wherefore from me dost thou start? 

Hearest thou the gentle song 
Of the wave that rules my heart. 

Whispering, **I haye loved thee longP' 
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All unlike the ocean's wave. 
Fickle calm and fatal roar^ 

Is its pure devotion brave. 
Growing deeper evbrmore. 

Threatened with no single kiss. 

Beauty, thou art lying 
Where fishers loth their spoil to miss. 

For corals red are sighing. 
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Carpe Diem. 

Let us pleasure while we may. 
Let us drink the purple day. 
Foolish who sweet love delay. 

Fadeth fast lovers rosy dream. 
Freezes soon love's dimpled stream 
At the touch of winter breme. 

Or perchance, ere summer's past. 
Wasting storms the sky o'ercast. 
That love's flower untimely blast. 

Seize, then seize the golden day. 
Bind the sunbeams ere they stray, 
Let us pleasure while we may. 
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The Deaf Eye. 

Boast not that thine unaided eye 

Can spell the captive moons that ride. 

With music's changing harmony, 
To deck the royal planet's pride. 

When thy carved ear of marble cold 
Is deaf to prayers whose wandering sigh 

Would wake a statue's sleeping mould, 
To breathe unbidden sympathy; 

Yet still, though faint with sad despair. 
My fancy aids thy glory's store 

With no less self-forgetful care 
Than in love's first enchanted hour ; 
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When like an humble chimney-sweep. 

Imprisoned in his telescope, 
I saw a star's large beauty creep. 

To paint day's nearer sky with hope. 

Though my dull eye denies its sight. 
And Yoiceless. fails my palsied tongue. 

The name my groping fingers write 
Is thick with liying sunbeams hung. 
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Absence. 

Hide not thy laugh ter-loying face. 
Like weeping shame-yeiled Merope, 

That, deeming mortal loye disgrace. 
Shrank from her sisters proud to die. 

Ill-judged her grief whose influence sweet. 
No wanton lure'for treacherous Jove, 

Gave wings of light to rooted feet 
And lent divinity to love. 

Thine absence o'er me like a pall. 
Three days a friendless corse I've lain. 

While memory's joy funereal 
Devours, unfed, my heart and brain. 
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With kindlier beam^ Estella, shine^ 

My stricken soul bid liye agaiu^ 
That having known thy face divine. 

Denies a mortal beauty's reign. 
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Fond Forgetful ness. 

I wrote me late a peerless song, 

Painting absence' bitter wrong 

Homeless rhymes in masic's chain, 

Echoing their master's pain; 

But when lengthening care had wrought 

A miracle of unsunned thought. 

And with fearful step I bring 

To beauty's queen my offering. 

In vain in their own loveliness 

Eosy lips I strive to dress. 

As each gentle word I frame, 

Back the rebel starts in shame. 

Till my soul a rythmic breath 

With honeyed charm encumbereth, 
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And nearer Heavens fold me round, 
Speechless in crael blisses drowned 
Ah! roguish Love that wove my lay, 
Why shouldst thou snatch thy gift away? 
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Prudence' Chiding. 

Gaze not on her glowing eyes, 
If your souFs content you prize, 
Nor the tangles of her hair, 
Deeming loye is fettered there. 

Think not from her ruby lip 
Safely poisoned drops to sip. 
Once but feel her fond caress. 
Thickest dangers round thee press. 

Vain thy warnings ever prove. 
Prudence chiding sacred love; 
Swift I fly, but swifter far 
The wind-shod feet of Venus are. 
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The Maid of the Dela-ware, 

Oh! came you by the Delaware 
When apple trees are white; 

Saw you a lovely maiden there. 
Breathing beauty infinite? 

Beside the flowery bank she sits, 

A child of sweet twilight, 
And with forgetful fingers knits 

A work of magic sleight. 

The shadows on the mountains lie. 
With sliding foot the river, 

A merry note, a plaintive sigh, 
Its heart outpoureth ever. 
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But sweeter than the melody 
Of wave, of leaf, or bird, 

The song that lures the passer-by, 
Once heard, too often heard. 

Hi-fated thou, if once shall hold 
Thy name that fairy loom; 

The sunbeams, turned to ashes cold. 
Shall shroud thy path in gloom. 
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Tera. 

Frolic Tera, strive to find 
For earnest question answer kind : 
Who has the sunbeams robbed to dress 
The beauty of thy silken tress? 
Or from crest of morning's wave 
Fed thy crystal glances brave? 
Or placed for music^s holiest cell 
'Mid golden shade a pearly shell? 
Or bade swift-winged roses break 
From snowy dimples in thy cheek? 
Or marble made thy shoulder rare 
Than Pelops' daughters' whiter far? 
Or from fleecy billows dyed 
With richest coral's crimson pride, 
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Clothed a breast where fancy's wing 

Folded sits while angels sing ? 
What thorn has stung a dainty finger 

Whose frown forbids fond truth to linger? 

What hand with belladonna tips 

The pouting charm of rebel lips? 

Or ties the wind's swift sandal on 

A foot ill framed from praise to run ? 
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. The Archer. 

On a bed of roses laid, 
'Neath the sunflower's constant shade. 
Wrapt in blissful slumbers deep, 
Through the noontide heat I sleep. 

But when sunset's mists are bom^ 
My arrows I tip with the rose's thorn; 
Lightly from my couch I spring, 
And joyous spread my purple wing. 

When the twilight's languid hour 
Masking breathes mysterious power^ 
From shadowy ambush flies the dart 
That, unseen, fires the gentle heart. 
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Spring. 

'Twas in the joyous month of Jnne» 
When rivulets their voices tune 
In softer whisper to commune 

With wanton wind and leaf; 
When orioles pour their matin lay. 
And from the sunset roses stray, 
Happy while summer's heats delay. 

To urge their wasting grief; — 

Wandered May Margaret, frolic maid. 
By many a backward glance betrayed, 
Where stoops the mead with daisies laid 

Beneath the fringed wood. 
While some unseen divinity. 
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111 seems ungentle chance might be 
Such guide, advanced my footsteps nigh^ 
To mar her solitude. 

" The raven's white wing strives to dress 
Vainly," then I; "the sable tress 
That throws its shadowy loveliness 

Over thy face divine, 
And black upon thy breast of snow 
Where vestal thoughts to music grow. 
The foam and cloud nursed gull would show- 
Would such disgrace were mine! 

"But let thy hand my guidance learn; 
Such rapture in thy soul shall bum 
That Heaven's bribes thy scorn will spurn, 

My hidden charm to gain. 
For thy proud name's immortal praise. 
The central fire beam's constant blaze. 
Shall lend to crowned queens its rays 

To gild their lesser reign." 



.95 

The maiden checked her printless feet. 
Surprised that artless truth more sweet 
Than burnished flattery's gilded cheat 

Could so enchain the ear; 
Yet deemed it prudence not amiss 
To send one simulated kiss, 
Wise scout to pierce this threatening bliss. 

And glean its secrets dear. 

Brave martyr kiss not idly sown, 

The fruits from thy life's bounty grown. 

On barren earth till then unknown, 

To paint were task profane. 
Each thought within its hoarding shell. 
Like pensive nun in holy cell 
Betired delights its joys to spell. 

And half forgets its pain. 
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Summer. 

" When sammcr's dying blossoms wear 
Unbound their drooping tresses fair, 
Painting the love-lorn heart's despair 

And faded eye ; 
When, drunk with spoil of balmy love. 
Listless the treacherous zephyrs move, 
Nor care on willing lips to prove 

Hope's wooing lie; 

" What greater wisdom than repose. 
Brave Barbara, where this haycock grows. 
O'er which the sacred oak leaf throws 

Its lengthening lid ? 
Hearing the woodpecker's Castanet, 
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Like rhyme to sweeter mnsic set. 
Answer the thirsty riyulet 

In mosses hi(L'* 

The rebel maid, loth to obey, 
Begging me quickly haste away 
To learn how far advanced the day. 

My kind hand spumed* 
Then poising her swift feet to fly. 
The wayward queen of coquetry 
Upon the grass sank suddenly, 

Her head half turned. 

In sweet simplicity arrayed. 

Ah, never yet unchallenged strayed 

From Heaven's gate so fair a maid 

Love's eye to greet. 
As she who sat in rustic state. 
Proud keeper of the joyous gate 
Where hope and youth reluctant wait 

With trembling feet 
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Awhile her lips the art employ. 

Of plumed words' enchantment coy, 

To win my soul from earthly joy 

To Heaven's height ; 
When, by a careless touch, the braid 
Bound which her restless tresses played 
Untied, their hoarding wealth betrayed 

Of golden light. 

Then the dark splendor of her eyes. 

Where crystal passion's soul-beam lies. 

No gentle glance of sweet surprise 

Upon me threw ; 

Nor less rebuked the heedless haste 

That did not deem the hope misplaced 

That circled half her glowing waist — 

Rich kingdom new. 

But artless beauty soon relents 
When homage wed with penitence 
Bobs justice of her last defence 

'Gainst mercy's prayer. 
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And she, whose heart all gentleness 
And pity seemed, needs must confess^ 
Not wholly wrong it were to bless 

Her slave's despair. 

Then I, as one who hopes in fear, 
**Less cruel remorse my soul would sear, 

Gould I but kiss away the tear 

That gems thy check. 

Grant me this grace, and poesy 

Shall crown with immortality 

Thy beauty's peerless spirit high 

In courage meek. 

" For I have built a sovereign rhyme. 
That holds imprisoned Father Time, 
And reigns beyond each changing clime 

Or ether's tide. 
And thy proud name's quick root shall cling 
Around earth's foaming caldron spring. 
While stars among its branches sing 

With nobler pride. 
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Then she, as sabtle Indian wise. 

Who to his generous host replies^ 

*' Foretaste the food your gift supplies/' 

Thus praised my rhynie: 
"Who wove the idle words may read^ 
And if his tireless step succeed^ ' 
Myself will b'er their slumbers tread 

Some other tinie/- 
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On tender lips such cruel thorns grew. 
As she her captive hand withdrew. 
To fall where lay concealed from view 

A dying rose. 
That, jealous of its rival's reiign, 
Strikes its keen spur's revengeful pain, 
Where lurks snow-bound a light blue vein 

That crimson grows. 



In terror gazed the maiden round. 
For where should gentle leech be found 
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To draw the poison from the wound, 

At dear life's cost? • 
When I — ahl could no wiser friend 
My thoughtless ear his counsel lend^ 
As o'er the pleading stain I bend. 

My soul love-lost. 

Thenceforth o'er barren mountain peak^ 
Whose hungry cave the wolves forsake. 
Or where the oceau's thunders shake 

The desert shore. 
Beaming with dark bewildered mind, 
I breathe her vestal name unkind. 
To wandering wave or homeless wind, 

Forevermore. 
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The Aster. 

Brave Aster, autumn's daisy thou, 
Though hardier thy mien and brow 
Than summer's fickle blossoms know. 

Undaunted little sentinel. 

No rustling fears thy courage quell, 

Though falling leaves of winter telL 

Yet spring nor summer's favorites own. 

Nor other climes have ever known 

The gorgeous splendor round thee thrown ; 

When scarlet oaks and maples twine 
Their flames around the fragrant pine. 
Like giant growths of eglantine ; 
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For our brave year, untaught to yield. 
With its rich life-blood stains the field, 
Like Spartan borne upon his shield. 

Or royal dame in castle old. 

Who from her jeweled mantle's fold 

Fronts threatening death with eye as bold. 

Nor ownst thou less serene delight, 
When richer moons, with arrows bright. 
To silvery day turn sable night ; 

Watching where fair Titania leads 
Her elfin troop across the meads, 
That blossom with the gold-shod steeds. 

• 

Their mystia shade the oak leaves fling, 
light dancers o'er the greensward spring. 
With laughter shrill the copses ring. 

The squirrel answers from the brake ; 
From lurking socket peeps the snake ; 
The owls their strange flight homeward take. 
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But ill it were thy constant eye 
Should see the swallow southward 6j, 
Or faithful robin frozen lie. 

So happier in thy sacred deaths 
Go thou to join the joyous wreath 
That dies to liye in beauty's breath* 
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Winter. 

Frosty Winter's ungentle reign 
Holds the pride of the leafless tree^ 

Sowing deep its unfruitf al grain. 
Icy harvest of surquedry. 

Dead the joy of the crested sod. 
Dead the oriole's liquid note, 

Dead the wealth of the golden rod, 
De&d the rivulet's chiding throat. 

But denying the winter's rage 
Answers shrilly the pine-leaf brave, 

Ever green in its lusty age, 
Prophet voice from the silent grave. 
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The Poet's Idol. 

My gentle lady Palatine, 

Tell me what sorrow has made thee grieve, 
Or dimmed thy matchless glance divine, 

Fed with the beauty the starbeams give, 

A slave to comb thy silken hair, 
Blackamoor proud of his tiny god, 

A scribe to make each word his care, 
Gardener to glean where thy steps have trod. 

And what no other queen, thou hast, 
Poet that sings not for honor or gain. 

Thy praise in words that will outlast 
Palace of marble or hallowed fane. 
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The laureate bards for wine and gold 
Barter their birthright of sacred song, 

But liefer I on yinegar old 
Nourished, than nature and beauty wrong. 

Of living soy'reigns thou alone, 

Bulest the ocean, the wind, and the star. 
By title that the great gods own. 

Won from the glory of nature's war. 
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Soul Love. 

Companion of my iron days^ 

Whose brayer faith makes danger sweety 
And plucks the lightning's fatal rays. 

To point a path for wandering feet. 

Others may praise thy silken tress. 

Thy hand's unataining ivoiy. 
Thy languid neck's pale loveliness. 

The music of thy wayward eye. 

Others may praise the eloquence fine 
In which thy gentle feelings speak. 

As through the golden crystal wine 
The budding sunbeams laughing break. 
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Indifferent to me the prize 

Of canning Time's cruel sovereignty. 
When in thy deeper beauty lies 

A charm to mar his mastery. 
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De Profundis Cecini. 

No longer o'er a smiling sea 
With swelling sail my bark I guide. 

And singing beauty's praise and thee 
Measure thy name with ocean wide. 

For now like dragon from its cave 
In eastern mists that brooding lies, 

The storm rack o'er the shuddering wave 
With evil-boding pinion flies. 

And now the tempest's fury wakes, 
From pole to pole the lightnings blaze. 

The sea in living mountains breaks. 
The salt waves flood the starry ways. 
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7et none the less my heedless care^ 
While instant death his dart delays. 

Bids wave and wind their tribute bear 
To deck my Leonora's praise. 

Sweet love that sucks the violet's breath 
No less is fed with danger's flower, 

Life's cradle and the realms of death 
Alike confess his sov'reign power. 

With feather from the tempest's wing. 
Thy name traced on the fatal rock 

Shall breathe delight, while perishing 
Thy lover sinks beneath the shock. 
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The ^Vind's Reply. 

"Alas f no fagot's flickering fire 
Allures from me the winter's ire ; 
At hanger's spur my steps I haste. 
To glean the crumbs that beggars waste. 

*'0f books I have or music none 
To lend my grief obliTion ; 
Nor freedom's charm nor glory's ray 
To chase the gathering clouds away. 

" My friends are dead, yet still they live 
In wounds no foe had strength to give ; 
Each hope a grinning spectre turns. 
Each kiss a poisonous ulcer bums." 
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As, faint with bittelr inemOfrj, 

I fed with tears the barren sei^ 

And from coward heart my anguish spoke. 

In answer brate the North Wind woko» 

''Think you proud nature does not own 
A charm to churlish books unknown ? 
Or need you wealth or friend to blind 
With pleasure's cloak the mounting n(dnd ? 

''Together from our winged home 
The wave and I, twin minstrels roam. 
The teachers of the sacred voice 
That bids the silent earth rejoice. 

'* If through thy veins resistless move 
The currents deep of selfless love. 
And thou the courage has^ to be 
True child of immortality ; 

" Pluck from the bird's enchanted throat 
The music of its trembling note. 
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Win from the echo of the shore 
The sacred whisper evermore ; 

» - ■ ' 

" Prick with thy nail upon the leaf 

The eloquence of hopeless grief, 

Or trace upon the unseen air 

The word that paints thy mute despair ; 

"And we will boar to regions far 
Beyond the eye of the Northern Star 
Thy song, where warmer realms emboss 
The sacred sky with the Southern Gross. '' 
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Philosophic Philanthropy. 

** Within each human heart there lies 

A germ ot beauty infinite. 
That with awakening power replies 

To whoso feeds its growth aright — ^' 

V 

I said, and heedless of return. 

My substance, thought and action brave 
To each that cared the truth to learn. 

With proud indifference freely gave. 

The friends I honored held my trust. 
Their profit and a fool's deceit. 

For who would trust us surely must. 
They argued, be a simple cheat. 



lie 

Thenceforth in honors ripe they grow. 
Still gather rain from others' drouth. 

Still gather bliss from others' woe. 
Still gather food from hunger's mouth. 

And as they bless wi& thievish hand 
The name of gentle Charity, 

Their flattered Tictims round them stand 
With grateful heart and bended knee. 

But I, to flatter the wise herd. 
The gilded and the naked swine 

Have taught a philosophic bird 
To sing, ** Enjoy your sty divine.*^ 
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A Critic. 

Unwholesome corpse of noisome breathy 
Aspiring to be saved from death. 
And lodged within revengeful verse. 
Stink immortal as God's curse. 

Kind friend, far other care have I 
Than to record thine infamy, 
The force thy treacherous slanders spend, 
A higher flight my muse shall lend. 
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The Rattlesnake. 

Thine only hope a memory sweet ; 

Why, foolish heart, so wildly beat ? 

Is it the midnight's mystic hour, 

When buried thoughts renew their power. 

That summons up a vision bright, 

Lit by the torch of lost delight. 

A winding stream with silvery sheen, 

A jutting bank with hazels green; 

Around fair hills with waving crest. 

In beauty's calm and music drest, 

A place than fancy's brush more rare. 

Of nature's choice the sov'reign fair ; 

Fashioned for the mellow time 

When day and night are set to rhyme, 
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And masking shadows wavering run 
Between the balanced moon and sun ; 
A spot where lovely maid would choose; 
Unwise, her homeward path to lose; 
A spot where prudent maid should pray 
No gentle lover hidden lay. 
But ah I fond youth, untaught to guess 
What danger lurks in loveliness. 
Already in that wayward place 
I see a peerless maiden's face ! 
Who, heedless of the lotus flower, 
That closing, warns her of love's power. 
Lends the deep silence of her ear, 
A lover's idle tale to hear. 
How from the thirsty mountain side 
A snake uncoiled its fatal pride. 
And crept a living spring to taste. 
That like an eye a cottage graced. 
Where dwelt a maid, proud nature'is child. 
Blooming in freedom undefiled. 
The only prop of aged sire. 
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His faaudi foot, eye, his food and fire. 
She^ taught by sympathy's unseen law. 
Dumb creatures to her love could draw ; 
And one pet squirrel held more near 
Than unght except her father dear. 
One mornings hastening to the spring, 
A brimming pitcher back to bring. 
Upon the sun-burnt board that spread 
Its shield above the fountain's head. 
She saw her pet with plaintive cry 
Bun to and fro reluctantly. 
With eager step the maiden leaped 
Where mossy stones round crystals slept, 
And placed her naked foot upon — 
But ere the foolish tale was done, 
A thoughtless locust's arid note 
The hearer's listening terror smote. 
"The snake !" she cried, and wildly flew 
To arms that well their service knew, 
And strive with many a fond caress 
To lend cruel fears forgetf ulness. 



123 

Till beauty by her gamer sleeps. 
While treacherous loye its vigil keeps. 
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Forsaken. ' 

The sliding bank a mossy oak 
Upholds with wrinkled, knotted claws, 

Its heart, that turned the lightning stroke. 
With secret tooth the blind worm gnaws. 
Ever the stream flows silently I 

Amid the brambles winter bare. 
What glimmers in the moonlight cold? 

Is it a peerless jewel fair, 
Or white lamb strayed from its master's fold? 
Ever the stream flows silently 1 

Earned never jewel such crystal light, 

Nor pet lamb nursed on the mountain side; 
A kneeling lady gems the night, 
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The queen of beauty, of sorrow the bride! 
Ever the stream flows silently! 

Around her snow-white feet her hair, 
Unbound, in sable shadows glides; 

Her belt, that knows her heart's despair. 
The loose robe's restless fingers chides. 

. . . Eyer tlie stream flpwa ^iJ^ei^tlyJ 

A ring her trembling kisses pinese; 

Though love be fulse, love is more true;'* 
** May God thy -soul in mercy bleiss! ■ 

Adieu!" she sighs, "darling, adieu!" 

Ever the sireani'flbws silentlyl 






From parted wave \^hat bitter pry ., . , 

The mountains' broodiAg echo wakea! 
On fitful wing the ravens fly, 

The mould^ring^bougha the shrill wind shakes. 

» • ■ . ■ .'..■-•. . - 

Ever the stream flows silently! 
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Disenchantment 

I sat me down at a Christmas feast, 
With rosy wine cups crowned. 

And like a garland; many agnest 
The noble banquet bounds 

A raven on a sbeltetied. bongli 
A moment stayed his flight; 

"All love,'* he sang, *Ms bnt the glow 
Of monldering bones at night!" 

I tnmed to every loving friend. 

Dear as the realms above. 
To bid them mock the ghostly fiend 

With words of holy love. 
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Where knights and blooming maidens shone^ 

What horror meets my eye? 
In every seat a skeleton 

Is grinning vacantly. 

Ghastly their eyeless sockets stare; 

Their, teeth together make 
A sound at which the frozen air 

With palsy seems to shaken 

A sudden madness seized my brain; 

I fled into the night; 
Lives there a voice to win again 

A lost soul to the light? 
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The Search After Truth. 

I bowed before the ancient word, 
I drank the sweet enchantment dire. 

Each leaf by rustling poet stirred, 
Each thought that breathed from propliet's lyre. 

I worshipped till one nobler spoke, 

**Poor slave in motley livery,*' 
The words my deeper spirit woke, 

To seek the truth in liberty. 

I whispered to a pearly shell 
That held the ocean's fettered song: 
Sweet spirit, bid thine echoes tell 
The secret ^hou has cherished long. 
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* " I sang within my mossy care/' 

It answered: "Ere dull earth was born, 

Such soul as flitting mortals have, 
I gave them less in love than scorn/' 

Then plucking from the dust a leaf, 
"Sad minstrel, wilt thou not unbind," 

I whispered, " to a kindred grief 
The word that sways the pathless wind?'* 

Then answered it with nature's pride, 
" From bud to fan my life was wooed 

By zephyrs soft, till autumn dyed 
I fade a man of braver mood." 

Through footless ways, 'mid gleaming stars, 

On bolder pinion swift I fly, 
" Break, break! " I cry, " my prison bars. 

And bid my soul immortal be." 

Ah ! faithless truth ! ah ! truthless faith I 
What horror blinds my glazing sight? 
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Behind the stars Qoi^s fading taraith 
Glides silent into silent night. 

The soul of soul within me dies, 
I fall as fall the stricken dead. 

To rocks and clods my spirit flies, 
The mountains on by bosom tread. 

Yet spoke no less the nobler voice, 
*' The unrewarded are the great, 

Though truth be death, in truth rejoice. 
Be godlike in despite of fate.'' 
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The Hermit. 

The hand that laid my dwelling low 
Illumined the proud mountain path ; 

The treacherous friends that dealt the blo\r 
Awoke my hidden manhood's wrath. 

For, lying on the sacred height. 

Beneath the starry canopy, 
I drank a ray of lost delight. 

Immortal hope, untaught to die. 

Thenceforth forsaken and alone 
I wandered through a world of scorn; 

The beggar's dog disdained to own 
So yile ia creatiire and toHorh. 
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My wise friends turned to bitter foes. 
My kinsmen cursed the forged tie, 

The thief his golden cloak drew close 
About him, if I chanced him nigh. 

Yet healing each new deeper wrong 
With solace from the'infinite, 

Naked amid an armed throng 
I battled for tlie higher right. 



For wis^ and simple iheet in this, ' 
That "i^orse than^nury's filing tooth, 

Or shattered hope of heavenly bliss, 

• • , . ' * . ■. . • • • .' • - ' ■•- 
They loathe the gentle face of truth. 

Yet shall my tired feet vex no nilore 
The paths bf men. The f t'eebbm ware 

Whose whisper taught me nature's lore 
Shall lull me in my desert cave. 

■*••''"•. • ■ , ; •' '" . , "' ■■ ' * . 

r. »....'-' « ■-., . ., - ^. 

Unknown shall be my nameless death, 
My grave the hungry eagle's maw ; 
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My bones that whiten on the heath 
The wolf with ravening tooth shall gnaw. 

Bat the live truth that in me burns, 
A hope that mocks at mortal pain. 

Shall stir men's ashes in their urns 
And call the dead to life again. 
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Science. 

What art thou, Spectre of Despair, 
Borne upon the wing of night. 
Shaking from thy flaming hair 
Seeds of madness and affright ? 
Whirlwinds on thy breast are fed ; 
The earthquake wave beneath thy tread 
Foams; before thy glancing spear 
Back the heavens shrink in feaj ; 
At the shadow of thy breath 
Throned temples sink in death ; 
And the great gods shrieking fly 
The careless laughter of thine eye. 
Now thy hand in idle scorn 
Seems to beckon in the mom ; 
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Now benl^th thy gatlif^mg l^iM^ 
Doubly blaek tbe mghi ^^ gi^i^. 
Answer^ though thy iteitagfe gilai^ . 
From its roots taj ^til sh^uM t^p. • 
BravelJ^ h'aV6 I lived and sought. 
Through the charnel house of thought. 
Truth ; and dying, will die gt^at, 
Like a god that wars with iEate. 

Then before me suddetily, 
Like an eyeless corse, the sky 
Sank, and, closing rotind my ^a^h, 
Waves of fury broke in Writth. 

" Good and evil is there noAd 
But the live Ihotlght worki^th on,^* 
Said the spirit. ** t ain she 
By fettpred niah named Destiny. 
Soul of sdv'reign taction. 
Spirit of the unseeh sun, 
Buler of the tirelesb foiled. 
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That spurs upon their fiery course 
Linked worlds, and wakes to birth 
The life that paints the sullen earth, 
The ideal whose pregnant rage 
Taught man to burst his brutish cage.'' 

** Thou/' echoed I, ** that spirit fair, 

That made my youth's fond joys thy care, 

Storing the enchanted hours 

With the laughter of the flowers. 

Lending a diviner ray 

To the beauty of the day. 

Breathing on the deep blue night 

A consecration of delight; 

Or with footstep musical 

Leading me through haunted hall. 

Where the harp's sweet budding word 

By the minstrel's passion stirred. 

Woke the gentle thoughts that lie 

Restless at love's mystery. 

Far other then thy face half seen 
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Through trembling leaf that closed between 
When thy step outvied the fawn, 
Startled at the touch of dawn, 
And its whispering pinion fleet 
Lured the soul with promise sweet, 
My backward eye still sees thee live, 
Clothed with beauty fugitive— 
Thy voice the oriole carolling 
Thine eye the day star vanishing.*' 

** Painted cloud dissolved in air. 

Fair is foul, and foul is faif,^ > 

Said the Spirit; ^* from the sliine 

To kiss the stars the cedars climb; 

The worm whose breach pollutes the mire ' 

Lends the bird. its minstrel fire; 

On sewer's filth the dying rose 

Fed, to fresher beauty grows; 

On the courtesan's bitter shame 

The vestal feeds her holy flame; 

The sable cook pours from his Jiead 
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Tbe sweat that salts the princess' bread; 
The blush that bids the lover trust 
God's truth, awakes the murderer's lust; 
The murderer's eloquent bones impart 
A purer charm to plastic art; 
Through beauty's fading shadows wan 
Breaks truth's iron skeleton." 

" Art thou," then I, " that spirit proud, 
That my nobler manhood wooed, 
In scorn of wealth or vulgar fame. 
Careless of penury's eating shame. 
To seek with undivided; eye 
The mystery of mystery? 
Or- wandering by each baunted< stream. 
Where Grecian gods in betauty gleam 
Or seeking the deep unity, 
That binds the Hindoo trinity, 
Piercing through the mystic haze. 
Where spirits vast thoir shadows chase; 
Or worshiping in desicprt dreiar 
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Jehovah's awful roice of fear; 
Or spurring my » spurs restless fli^i? 
Beyond the last star's glimmering light. 
To Night'^ fpvgetf ul :^oun|»iu springy 
Where tired Tim^ sit0 witlj folded wii^g; 
Or searching where God lietl^^ hid, 
Beneath the heart'a clpse shnttiug lid, 
HI search for him who find^ instead 
The scorpion passions rear, their head. 
Avarice cloaked in pious ^ress, 
Wounding the friend that comip'} to bl^ss^ 
Friendship firing with the brand. 
Whose bounty wariyied its frozen handi 
The sleeping house of trusting hoat,. 
Taught too late true friendship's., cost; 
Far other, tjien the gracious mjieii. 
Of the soul's immortalt queen, 
Vision clothed with iuward light. 
Than morning's eye more jpypus bright, 
Raining from her goldeu h9.ir 
A quickening splendor every ;wrhere,. 
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Breathing from her glance a ray 
That God himself needs must obey.*' 

4 * • * ■ ' 

Then she, "The live force worketh on. 

Truth and falsehood is there none. 

Image of the masking world, 

In erery word a lie is curled; 

The scholar burns his pious nights. 

To glean the thoughts the drunkard writes; 

Trusting martyrs hiappy die 

> » - 

To please a dreaming poet's lie; 
Education's but a cheat. 
That idlers labor's bread may eat; 
Tireless toils the lettered slave 

, • . . . - • - . ^ 

To elaborate a grave, 

r 

Where crime, half hid beneath the law. 
Holds the moral world in awe. 
Yet surging on through death and life 
Sovereign force reigns lord of strife, 
Who denies the live thought must 
Turn again to pregnant dust,^ -'" 



And with death^s quick Virtuie fecf<i 
The wider growth's diviner need- 
Witness the imperial »t»te 
Built upon the i-ocks oi Me, 
Whoise ranged law tod living grat^ 
My touch to freedom's eagles gav^.^ 

Then gazing on the Spectre's face, 

I saw it lit with gentlei* rayi8'> 

And Nature's Spirit knew that sways 

With chaiillefe law thought's hidden ways: 

Wh6n suddenly within me stirred 

The itnpuli^ of a Saci^d word, 

And i crifed^ " 1 knb* a hiafe^ 

Of power thy !ov%le«; fo*ee tb time, 

A maiden in whose pure soul lies 

A charm to move the unfeeling skies, 

Though sinking in the ether deep. 

The sunbeams lie in endless sleep, 

Though beneath a barren sky 

Unfed the wasting grasses die, 
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Though the ox on cruel straw fed. 

In the hungry stall fall dead. 

Though the Earth, its courses run, 

A fagot drop into the Sun, 

Breathe but her name and forth shall spring 

Of happier skies the rightful king." 

Then the spirit: *^ Wise is youth 
That seeks in woman's heart the truth; 
Though on thy lips her kiss be warm, 
Doubt not she meditates thy harm." 
" Though gods," then I, **such slander tell. 
My hand shall smite them down to hell." 
Laughing, the Spectre turned and fled. 
And left my soul to torture wed. 
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Male Actum Est. 

When in my wasted life I look, 

I nothing there can find 
Save cofl&n by its corpse forsook. 

One starved worm left behind. 

Brave doubt that once high banqueting 

Held in that narrow wall. 
Teaching thy hungry guests to sing 

Thy praise funereal. 

Thou, too, like summer friends art fled. 

And nothing now remains 
But this poor worm that seems half dead. 

Like frog with unsheathed veins. 
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It calls itseU science — as for food^ 
The creature seems content 

With law books, corpses, pulpit wood, 
Air, flowers, or excrement; 

Or anything undei the sun. 

Be careful how you touch it. 
For when it's dead it feeds upon 

The hand that tries to crush it. 
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To a Moth. 

Pretty Moth., with silTery wing. 
Bound my candle hovering, 
Beauty's dainty satellite, 
None dare call thee parasite; 
Though thy tongue delights to. eitt. 
From the purple of the great, 
Boyal ba^quets of a cost 
That hftd beggared Shetba's host. 

Thee the caref i^l Ijionsewiyes^ f e^ir 
As the summer daya draw ^Q!^ l 
Towel capped and bru^oh in haudj 
By the curtain ripe they stsmd. 
Till with fi*enzied gla^,ce they spy. 
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Thy deft finger's tracery, 

Then around the chamber spring. 

Threatening death to ererything. 

Thee the widowed faithful bless 
As their martyring year grows less. 
And in carnal robes they find 
The chastening working of thy mind. 
Wicked husbands down below 
Laugh to see real tears flow 
And the pirate's flag unfurled 
Warn again a trusting world. 

Evil earth hates thee like truth, 
That arch corrupter of our youth; 
And thee in Holy Book 'tis told 
Heaven itself denies to hold. 
So, too, was never poet blest 
In this vile world with blissful rest, 
And many urge, and clearly show it. 
Heaven's closed against a poet. 
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Gently, then, my erring brother. 
Let us deal with one another; 
Think not this poor chamber's graced 
With garments to thy toothsome taste. 
In bare column movable 
Poets charge the sovereign dull. 
From my window guide thy flight. 
See I point thy wing aright. 
Make of Astor's coat a sieve. 
But my trousers modest leave. 
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Phil. Sheridan. 

At Winchester the Captain slieopsi^ 

While Fame, in whpso quick womb thqifQ leaps 

A day of glpry,. yigil Ifpep^— 

Phil. Sheridan. 

What sound borne on the morning grey 
Has spurred him from his couch away 
As tho* a scorpion by him lay ? 

Phil. Sheridan. 

Be not thy courser's proud feet slack 
That thunder on their smoking track ; 
He bears our country on his back — 

Phil. Sheridan. 
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Now round tho. li^ft i^tk appeiMr 
The 8tragg]iiig noldierft itinged with fear. 
Thai fly and pause and wildly stare — 

Phil. Sheridan. 

Fpr TfrhOa we lay m^ rttimbjBr'a &p^^9 
As o'er a baxl^ the- tidi^l ware. 
Burst Early with his chosen brave— 

PhlL Sheridan. 

Crook's s^tfepred. tropps: disordered %> 
Brave Emory yields reluctantly, 
And Sedgwick's veterans rooted die — 

PhiL Shendan. 

Speeding, 19.0^^ near Ijhe, QAiuip^ ^?>9^ 

His army'8,T?«ck «^feofl.ti him pours; 
** By God," he cries, ** the day is ours 1" 

Phil. Sheridan. 

'' Halt ! comrades ; form and face about.''' 
And high above tiie noise, and rout 
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Arises hope-iu-death's wild shout — 

Phil. Sheridan. 

" Forward T* Tho* hell's gates open stand. 
We plunge at our great chiefs command, 
As tho* dear life stretched forth her hand — 

Phil. Sheridan. 

Like lion reluctant o'er its prey, 
Or riyer meeting ocean's sway. 
The rebel host their charge delay — 

Phil. Sheridan. 

A moment, then, in terror fly. 
As from our bayonets leaps a cry 
That folds the trembling earth and sky — 

Phil. Sheridan. 

Whose naked hands the coward's brand wear, 
From victors' grasp their weapons tear. 
And with the vanguard onward bear — 

PhiL Sheridan. 
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They fly as deer, that wildly press 
With feet that pause nor toil confess. 
To shun the eager wolfs caress — 

Phil. Sheridan, 

Ah ! ne'er before beneath the sun. 
Since war its glorious reign begun. 
From foul defeat was victory won — 

Phil. Sheridan. 

Though sunk beneafch the depths he be. 
Careless he mounts the surging sea, 
A god of war and victory — 

PhiL Sheridan. 

The wave that tames the rocky shore> 
The chainless tempest's sullen roar 
Shall sound thy name forevermore — 

Phil. Sheridan. 
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Jealousy. 

Ungentle laye, th; cruel excesa 
O'erbardens heaxt and brain 

With wanton wealth of loveliness. 
Taming delight to pain. 

Why wilt thou not less fair unveil 
A face whose fatal charm 

My sunken cheek makes ashy pale. 
My pulse with fever warm ? 

Jealous of every mortal eye, 
Of leaf, of clod, or stone ; 

To what unknown insanity. 
Cruel love, spur^st thou me on ? 



151 

Would ttat to chfeck tay Mid aJfaSrftt, 

Fettered in dungeon dee]p. 
The only bolt my trusty arm, 

I might my beauty keep. 

That I her light, her food, her iall. 

Her saviour thought to be> 
Might back to hope her heart recall. 

And fond infirmity. 

Last night, within her chamber sweet 
I stole, and round my brow 

A crimson garland bound, unmeet 

For eye or ear to know. 

With water, purer from her limb, 
I quaffed her health and mine. 

Though Venus' kiss the beaker's rim 
Had stained, 't were less diyine. 

A white-plumed moonbeam on her neck. 
And blue-veined eyelid slept. 
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But from my etrained heart's partisg wreck 
The sun's wild furies leaped. 

Sweet Hudson^ whose enchanted waye 

One only face returns, 
These idle rhymes, my joy, my grave, 

Take thou what Edith spurns. 



153 



Estella. 

No more» Estella, will I pine, 
Nor on thy heart my passion press. 

So thy fair name immortal shine. 
Let torturing woands my body dress. 

The*happiness that makes me weak 
Is gone, and wakening with despair 

I hear forgotten yoices break 
In madness round me eyerywhere. 

Love is not love that hopes reward, 
Whisper wild tongues of living flame; 

Love is but love from hope debarred, 
Its meed is grief, its pride is shame. 
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Go, beauty, whereso'er thou wilt; 

Thou knowest when thine hour is come; 
Thy throne among the stars is built; 

There, there alone will be thy home. 

Perchance thou It say, when older grown, 

*' Those were the sweetest hours I knew, 

When, listening to 'my loyer's nioatt. 
His agony to music grew.'' 
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Vidi. 

Let no remorse, Esther, thy conscience sear, 
That thy true heart can find no harboring, 
For rhymes that to thy feet their tribute bring 

From ocean's waste and sandy desert drear. 

I am but avaricious of thine ear. 
That to its heeding the poor songs that spring 
Unbidden from my grief awhile may sing — 

Last joy from human breast to disappear. 

Like shipwrecked mariner, whose glazing eye 
Beholds a vision rising from the wave. 

The beautiful, the enchantress of the sea. 
To clothe with splendor his forgotten grave. 

Thee have I known and happy yield to die. 
Careless of all save that sweet dream to save. 
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Pride, 

Gome back again^ my ancient Pride, 
That on the whirlwind loves to ride ; 
Brave eye, that when the tempest lowers, 
Indifferent plucks the lightning's flowers. 
The madness of a soul that Ood 
Unjust deep in the dust has trod. 
That clothed with serpents on the rack 
Bleeding outstretched, calm answers back 
Defiance against Ood and fate. 
And out of agony grows great. 
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The Pines. 

Beneath the pines no roses blow, 
Beneath the pines no violets grow, 
But underneath their fragrant shade 
One summer day there sat a maid. 
Her breath more sweet than violets are, 
Her lips than roses lovelier far ; 
And at her feet her lover sighed. 
But long his suit the maid denied. 
Fair maid, fear not, no eye shall know 
Beneath the pines what kisses grow. 
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Pare-well. 

My last, best, dearest friend is gone! 
Alone, alone, alone, 
I make my moan, 
I make my moan! 

I sigh, I weep, I bleed; 

With naked feet I tread 

The thorns where once the roses grew 

When gentle love to love was true* 

Beneath the night, beneath the night, 

TJnvisited of hope or light, 

I hear the winds, my dead soul's knell 

Kinging, farewell, farewell! 

I love thee yet. 
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Farewell, farewell! 
Thou canst forget, 
Farewell, farewell! 
My star is set. 
Farewell! 
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Aspiration, 

Ideal divine, whose swift fugitive face 
Evermore through the shadows unresting I chase. 
Evermore through the shadows I follow thee on, 
Tho' the hope and the glory that hired me are gone, 

Tho' from my long struggle I sink faint and sore, 
Tho' my foes to my friends have abandoned me o'er; 
Tho' the creatures around me but gibber and jape 
Like mummies that mimic a chattering ape; 

Tho' the star I have worshipped, its wild beauty fled. 
At my feet like an eyeless torch lies cold and dead, 
Tho' the kiss from -whose passion my life drew its 

breath. 
Like a corse on my lips breathes madness and death; 
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Tho' hunger and cold are my garment and food, 
Tho' my couch is a nest for tho scorpion's brood, 
Tho' the gods to the furies have left me a prey, 
And man may not aid whom the immortals betray ; 

None the less through the storm and the gathering 

night, 
Through the spectres that point to my life's lost de- 

light. 
Through the treacherous tongues that rain venom 

and fire, 
I follow thy voice that bids me aspire. 

What is fate to the base is the soul of the proud, 
Who rig their wild bark with no sail but their shroud, 
And through Heaven's black anger or in Hell's des 

pite, 
Pierce the eye of the dawn on the wings of the night. 
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The Ideal. 

Goddesis of Light, upon the mountains cold 
Thy throne is set. Thine eye, that knows no tear, 
Whose glances make the hungry eagles fear, 

Breathes forth immortal passion uncontrolled. 

That draws the chOsen toward thine Alpine hold 
Unrecompensed, save that around their bier 
Fame idly chants their name, warrior and seer. 

And him the sovereign from whose hallowed mould 

Laurel and myrtle spring. Thy cruel feet press 
Not mortal loves alone, but great gods slain, 

Thy spoil, by braver hearts, that dreamed no less. 
Such jealous madness wrought upon their pain. 

Than thus to win thy perfect loveliness, 
A bliss too deep for men or gods to gain. 
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The Vo-w. 

The TOW fair Laura made, of good and ill 
The seed, fair Laura, flower of women, bom 
In distant country that the sunbeams love ; 
The child of one who fed a mother s hope 
With images of beauty, grace and power 
Not vainly ; such a form of joy and light 
Grew from her prayers ; nor less divine a mind. 
That plucked a universal life from nature. 
And seemed of Heaven to breathe the hidden soul. 

The child to opening womanhood had grown ; . 
And in the year after the war that shook 
The great Bepublic's deep foundations sure. 
Was visiting her uncle at Bedgrove> 
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A country place near Lake Champlain, a prize 
For city idlers ; there, with book and game, 
On careless wing the summer hours flew by, 
Till one day when the frost's forefinger white 
Had stained the trees in grain, the worthy host 
Proposed, that on the morn his guests should try 
Their skill at shooting ; partridges and quail. 
Woodcock and rabbits in the fields were found. 

All were delighted ; not the least fair Laura, 
Who with the cloudless sun rose beautifuL 
Over her shining shoulder's pride she drew 
The darkness of her velvet dress ; then cased 
In yellow boots her gleaming feet, that made 
The mountain breezes lame ; around her neck 
A dainty ruffle clasped ; her sable hair 
Then crowned with violet hat and ostrich plume. 
A dagger next she fastened to her side ; 
Then from its case drew forth a burnished gun^ 
A hard won gift, adorned with fleur-de-lis. 
And powder-flask, made of a lobster's leg. 



165 

Then hastening to the dining-room she found 
The guests assembled ; loud the jest and boast 
Whose hand should win the honor of the hunt, 
Until with dogs and servants forth they file. 

In groups the sportsmen scattered ; stealthily 
The wise dogs questioned bush and grassy tuft. 
Pair Laura toward an alder crested liill 
Pursued her sport alone. At times she heard 
An echoing shot ; till from the heated noon 
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Eetired beneath a cleanly beech she paused 
To rest ; before her lay Rowland, her dog, 
Whom with one hand she touched caressingly. 
While musing there, the dog half turned his head. 
And Laura, glancing up, saw Alfred Grierson, 
Who approaching said, " What fortune, huntress 

queen ?'* 
She, opening her bag disclosed five birds 
To which he answered with one painted quail. 

Lauea. 
" Your portrait painters kill with brash, not gun." 
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Alfred. 
" What crael arrow wounds my flattering earl 
The thrifty Gods^ who made thee minister 
Of hearts^ shower not ail gifts on all ; to one 
They give the pride of arms ; to one the charm 
To dond the truth with woven words ; to one 
Wit without beauty ; to another still 
Beauty that brighter shines alone. But why 
Sweet Sorceress incomparably fair. 
Whose gentle hand seems ever beckoning love. 
Attack the harmless birds, when men invite 
Your pastime's chain and wayward sway secure?' 

Lauba. 
" Nay, for I never yet have found a man." 

Alfred. 
*' In wordy warfare women win the palm ; 
But called to back their doughty words with deeds. 
The meanest man outbraves the greatest woman." 

Laura. 
'' Brave action is less difScult than brave thought." 
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Alfred. 
" Behbld mo, risen from a fever's grjisp ; 
You have a dagger, what would it avail ?*' 

" So much that I could kill you, willingly,'* 
Beplied fair Laura with a sudden flush, 
Bemembering old sneers against hei^ sex. 

" Beauteous the woman who cotild thee surpass. 
Whose very anger wakens love ;" then he, 
"And if I conquered," added eagerly, 
" Dare you the trial ? Would you be my captive? 
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" Aye, if — " she said, " beware it is no jest>" 
Then from his face seeing strange meaning leap 
And quenchless flame around his glances play. 
The high enchantment of soul-kindling love^ 
She rose and fled with foot than his alone 
Less fleet ; till seeing flight was vain, she turned 
And faced her foe, in valor resolute. 
Her bi»ck against an oak ; ** Stay, stay," she cried, 
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** Your life is forfeit ;" he still onward pressed. 
When with no mimic stroke her dagger smote him; 
Forth gushed the purple blood, but ere again 
It struck, his hand had wrenched her weapon from 

her. 
"Your word," he said; answered her bloodless lips^ 
** My word, although I die I keep my word ; 
I am your captive ;" on the youth's wild face 
A sudden glory beamed ; he bent his knee. 

** Enchantress, exquisitely beautiful ! 

Take back your weapon from your vassal's hand ; 

From victor into vanquished changed am I, 

After hard chase and strenuous battle won. 

Fair, foolish woman, with 'a lofty soul ! 

How many a thoughtless word wrecks noble hearts ; 

A baser man might claim a reckless vow 

That subject bound the peerless of the world. 

For though our native land holds fairest maids. 

Never before from proud or lowly shone 

So blest a vision on this western world. 
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Not mine the wish to mar Divinity, 
Who only pray the bounty of thine eair. 
To hear the story of the homeless liflB 
Of one who gladly all his years would give 
To be but worthy of one thought of thine. 



Sw^et were the task to use the art 
Kind pity lends my wounded heart 
To waken love within thine own, 
111 seed in such fair garden sown. 
Though that not absent, other hope> 
A deeper wish of broader scope 
Is mine, the consecrated thought. 
In human feeling holiest wrought. 
That one should know our soul undresejed, 
As God has made It noblest, best. 
And thou, whose lovely face I saw 
And worshiped, like God's written law. 
Thou, maiden pure, wilt lend to me 
This truest, deepest sympathy. 
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A bitter story to rehearse 

Upon me, ere my birth, a curse 

Was laid. My mother grew insane, 

An ancient heirloom ; all in yain 

My father's care, she fury tossed, 

Went whispering, * My soul is lost. 

Alive, I must be buried ; then, 

I win my long lost soul again.' 

One night, when to our wretched home 

Her brothers on sad quest had come, 

She stole from bed ; her hair un tressed. 

And night-robe her p^Lle beauty dressed ; 

Then stealthy down the stairs she crept,. 

And, laughing, said to those that wept, 

* What evil have I ever done ? 

Your sins for me this prize have won.' 

Next night so much improved she seemed 
Unfounded half, my father deemed 
His fears, and, tired with watching lay 
Fast bound beneath cruel slumber's sway. 
That night, unchained from Hell, there broke 
A storm, whose furious thunder woke 
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My father, to whose eager eye 

A lightning flash spoke suddenly : ^ 

'Your wife is gone, empty her bed.' 

His stricken heart a moment bled 

With pity ; then, with bitter cries 

Out through the tempest's wave he flies. 

The neighbors gathering at his call. 

With earnest search continual. 

One scours the field, one threads the copse. 

Another in the deep well drops 

His grappling irons : 'tis all in vain, 

No light lives in the blinding rain. 

A little distance from us placed. 

With one small rivulet interlaced, 

A graveyard lay ; toward which a friend 

Calls father's tireless step to bend ; 

One sullen spot of sandy ground 

The friendless poor in common owned. 

Tie swift stream there a torrent grown 

The wooden tablets round had thrown. 

Gazing, a sudden flash of light 
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XTnveiled an evil-boding sight ; 

From out a grare the rivert force 

Half drew a moldy nodding corse. 

They rooted stood^ when a deep sigh 

Grew visible to my father's eye. 

With pity luredy by terror held. 

His ghastly fears he bravely quelled ; 

And peering in the shifting sand 

Saw round the corse a loving hand. 

Shrieking, he sprang and drew the dead 

Living from out her hungry bed. 

From heart to heart the whisper flew. 

His neighbors swiftly round him grew. 

There, 'neath the tempest's angry wing 

The lurid lightning beckoning. 

My mother dead, my sire distraught. 

From double grave my birth I wrought. 

He who my mother homeward bore 

In horror dropped her on the floor 

And cried, * My finger, look I though dead. 

She bit it ;' then in terror fled. 
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A garrulous nurse, with this strange tale. 
My wayward childhood held in thrall/' 
He ceased, while still fair Laura's eloquent face 
Held converse with the echo of his words. 
Then, like a crimson flame that suddenly 
A fleecy billow clothes in splendor wild, 
A rosy blush her cheek's fresh ivory stained. 
And with a wooing voice compassionate. 
Sweet troubler of all gentle hearts that hear. 
She strove to heal the ear's reluctant wound. 

" In a land where beauty reigns. 
And freedom stirs the hero's veins. 
Was I born, beside the sea. 
Where earth's enchanted kingdoms lie ; 
Where the hoarding grapes allure 
Sunbeams to their cell secure ; 
Where the myrtle breathes desire. 
And roses pour their perfumed fire ; 
Where whispers every minstrel wave 
Of maiden fair and lover brave ; 
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Vhere the tempest checks its wing, 
^8 the happy mariners sing. 
At my birth the church bells' chime 
Answered happy poets' rhyme ; 
Flowers around my cradle sprung, 
Kisses on my prattle hung, 
And the sacramental wine 
Of a mothei'^s love divine 
To life's every motion gave 
Sweet unconscious joyance brave. 

A truant dream in Heaven blue. 
Such care alone my childhood knew ; 
Or watching tangled sunbeams twine 
Round peeping flower or mountain pine ; 
Or nibbling waves with chiding foot 
O'er white sands creep irresolute ; 
Or listening to the billow's sigh, 
Echoing ever — thou must die — 
That like cloud o'er summer sun 
Speedeth youth more blithely on. 
Teacher of Circean art. 
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To fetter or unchain the heart ; 
Blissful hours^ how swiftly fled, 
Boses for sweet memorj^s bed." 

She paused, when through the fruited bushes broke 
Her uncle with two friends in merry mood. 
Success had crowned their skill ; their eager jest 
Inquired at Alfred's wound, by Laura's eye 
If made or glancing knife ; then homeward all 
Hungry they sped to feast right royally. 

That night again beneath a sacred oak 

Alfred and Laura met. Her hand in his. 

He vowed her fealty and eternal love. 

And crowned her poet-idol, star-born queen. 

And placing on her neck a happy rose : 

" Though this may fade, a rose of song," he saidi 

"Upon thy heart untaught to fade, I'll lay." 

To which her glance, through purple moonlight 

stealing. 
Like diamond truth in opal poetry set 
Gave answer, till the sweet compelling thoughts 
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That far from day seek night^s kind cloistering wing 
0*erswayed hcr^ and her lips in music meltings 

Two fond hearts grew in one sweet word together. 
Then lingering, they parted blissful sad. 

Upon the morrow, Alfred said farewell 1 

And homeward to the churlish city fled. 

And thence abroad to plume his callow wing. 

Nor saw the maid again, but in her soul. 

As in a temple worshiped, and each week 

A song, love's offering, sent her. One sweet year 

He joyed, until the maiden passed away, 

Or, worse than dead to him, forgot her troth. 

But since soul-love forever loves unlike 

The baser sort, that earth-born loves and loathes^ 

And treacherous, stabs the spot to kisses bared. 

So through the hungry years divorced from hope^ 

Alfred loved Laura unforgetfully 

And with one gentle memory dwelt in night. 
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The Message. 

Wanton Sparrow, Venus* joy, 
Let my prayers thine aid employ. 
Fly to where in beauty deep 
Gentle Laura sinks asleep. 

There, with fond encroaching wing. 
In dark tresses cloistering. 
Breathe in her unshielded breast 
All her lover's cruel unrest. 

The fever's seed, the ice-king's breath. 
Fear that hope encumbereth 
Jealous pride, and anger meek. 
Firm resolve as water weak. 
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At the sound of coming feet, II 

Let her heai*t ref nse to beat. 
And her voice forgetfully 
Die in its own melody. 

Let the sun rise and go down. 

At a smile or at a frown ; 

Let her, tossed through nights of pain, 

With torturing day wish night again. 

That if love thou canst not move. 
She may pity those who love 
And not iinrelnctant find 
Pity treacherously kind. 
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Selfless Love/ 

Thine eye that robs the night 
Of beauty, pours its light 
On others ; not for me 
Thy voice's melody. 

The music of thy feet 
Steals not my ear to greet. 
Others thy winsome ways 
Enjoy like morning rays. 

Thy lips that roses stain 
Will never ease my pain. 
Thy beauteous breast of snow 
For other's love will glow. 
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Yet will I never fret 
My soul with vain regret, 
When the prize is worth the pain 
Our loss is greater gain. 
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The Stranger. 

Maiden of the sunny glance 
Tell me what divine mischance 
Led the child of wine and song 
Snow-bound hills and fields among I 

Purple clusters of the vine. 
Heavy with the stored sunshine ; 
Lovelorn winds on violets fed 
Still their fragrance round thee shed. 

Many a true heart breathes a sigh. 
Moist is many a tender eye. 
That their queen of love is gone. 
That the west ha§ stolen the dawn. 
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But though dear as Summer day. 
To the fond hearts far away. 
To the cold hearts that are near, 
Doubt not that thou art far more dear. 

Dearer than the ray of light 
That first unlocks the polar night 
Where, in double prison lie 
The leaden travellers doomed to die. 
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Love's Ambition. 

Could I entwine thy name through magic rhyme 
With flowers Elysian that immortal bloom^ 

And fretted not by moth nor envious time, 
Through distant ages breathe their sweet pei*f umo. 

Then should I envy not the lord who binds 
With iron chains tho toiling earth his slave ; 

Or, impious, with his cunning engines finds 
The sacred gold hid in its rocky grave. 

Nor him his country's immortality 

Who plucks the proud fruit of victorious war ; 
But happy, Laura, in thy name would die. 

The scorn of time, even from thee afar, 
Unseen of any ray from fame's clear eye, 

Like him who loved and named the morning star. 
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Love's Gift. 

Kind Heaven has shed its utmost grace 
Of beaaty round thy lovely face. 
Whatever thy proud eye shines upon 
Is fed with glory, like the sun. 
Whene'er thy gentle voice is heard, 
Deep in their graves our souls are stirred. 
All gifts thou hast to true hearts near ; 
All treasures unto angels dear. 
Naked am I ; no less I strive 
No vulgar gift my queen to give. 
A few wild flowers that dare not meet 
Thine eye, are strewn before thy feet. 
Poor nurslings of the desert drear. 
Not from their hardy beauty dear. 
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But from a bonnty all thine own. 
To fortune's children never shown ; 
That clothes with joy the darkest hour, 
And arms a gentle wish with power. 
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Night's Treasures. 

Haste away, thou idle Sun^ 
Now thy prying work is done. 
Let thine ill gofc secrets have 
Burial 'neath the western wave. 
Think you all love's wiles to spy 
With uncompromising eye? 
When the veil of darkness covers 
From thy shafts two happy lovers. 
Treasures thou hast never known, 
Prudent night claims as her own. 
Thoughts that shine in their own light 
Like stars^ the diamonds of the night. 
Beaming when the cloak of day, 
The stars' night, is plucked away. 
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Then fond lips breathe words more sweet 
Than violets pressed by Venus' feet ; 
And when words forget to flow. 
Sweeter favors from them grow. 
Making day's cold pleasures seem 
Faded shadows of a dream. 
Haste away, then, idle Sun, 
That night's golden stores be won. 
Lest love's angry arrows fly. 
Blinding thy huge Cyclops' eye. 
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Love and Reason. 

Loye, thine idle hour is past ; 

Think not such delights could last. 

Wisdom long delayed has come 

To our violet-circled hom e. 

Little hope of sunny weather. 

When love and wisdom dwell together. 

While beneath thine April reign 

Sweet the pleasure, short the pain. 

But the heart o'ergrown with cares. 

Heedless hears thy lisping prayers. 

Seek some pretty youth to please, 

Fi-etting for a new disease: 

He with trembling hands will press thee. 

He will cherish and caress thee. 
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Bind thy tangled locks with posies. 
Stain thy feet with envious roses. 
Gall thee many a daintier name. 
Than ungentle lips oan frame I 
Truth that moulds my rugged lays. 
Lacks the courtier's skill to praise. 
Yet shall the memory of thine hour. 
Not wholly fade, fond folly's flower ; 
Many sights will call thy face 
From the past with tender grace, 
Bainbows that round fountains play. 
Blossoms drunk with purple May, 
Dancing waves in sunshine dressed. 
Moonbeams pale in cloisters blessed; 
All things poets feign divine. 
Shall bid the golden moments shine. 
When a frolic image gay 
You held me captive to your sway: 
But, fare thee well! love cannot rule. 
Long the child of reason's school; 
Fare thee well ! when thou ai*t gone 
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Proudly will I walk alone. 

Fare theo well ! Nay, linger not, 

Has thy wing its flight forgot ? 

Stay, what languor numbs my yeinsi 

Dizzy trances, icy pains! 

Mute my tongue with sudden fears. 

Mute my tongue, yet plead my tears. 

Love ! ah, leave me not forlorn, 

A pensioner of wisdom's scorn. 
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Laura . 

Thy words are lame, thine acts have wings. 
Whose flight such sacred perfume flings, 
As follows angels' visitings, 

Laura. 

"What sunshine on thy cold lips beams I 
How gracious thy coy courtesy seems! 
What fire in thy proud glances gleams 1 

Laura. 

Reluctant, eager, cold, aflame. 

The lightning's pride, the violet's shame. 

What madness wakens at thy name! 

Laura. 
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Though thy disdain has turned from me. 

No self-born base infirmity 

Shall check the worship due to thee, 

Laura^ 



Nor time, nor absence, thy sweet face. 
Though reason lose her throned place,. 
From my fond heart shall e'er efface, 

Launu 



I bring a gift of little worth, 

Except to show what flowers have birth, 

"When love smiles on the frozen earth, 

Laura. 



The slave is happy who has seen 
The rose he won from Winter keen. 
Make lovelier proud beauty's queen, 

Laura. 
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Thy praise the Muses' sacred trust, 
Their caro shall guard from soiled rust, 
When earch shall crumble into dust, 

Laura, 
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Idle Love. 

Enchanted hours of idleness, 

What busy fairies round ye press 

"With hands unseen your wealth to bless? 

If but the muse unweave the light. 
And spread before our dazzled sight 
Her glittering store of rainbows bright. 

Whether upon cold Winter's tomb 
The purple hyacinth perfume 
The saffron crocus' tender bloom. 

When through the languor-melting frame, 
There steals the coy, delicious flame, 
That blushes at its own sweet name ; 
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Or stretched beneath the pines we lie^ 
To hear the melancholy sigh, • 
Of waves complaining to the sky. 



When Sirius* kingdom has begun. 

And through our veins the smouldering Sun 

Provokes its sullen rage to run. 

Or waste wo Autumn's golden age, 
While mazy rounds our feet engage. 
Enclosed by bearded barley sage. 

When mellow with the new press'd wine. 
The roguish Genius of the vine 
Delights with oaths the ear to line. 



Or Winter's hand the bare nest rocks. 
Or drives with stinging lash his flocks, 
Or champing rivers' fury locks. 
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When pity*s nursling first forsook, 
For freezing storms his sunny nook. 
Beguiled by beauty's pleading look. 

Who, breathing sighs of deep distress. 
While laughing eyes the fraud confess. 
Her empire won by helplessness. 
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Love's Religion. 

The sceptred honor of the gods of old. 
The rattling thnnderbolts of frowning Jove, 

The purple empire of the queen of love. 
The ghostly voice from Pluto's grisly hold. 

The waves of fire from Hebrew prophets rolled 
Are spent. In vain the sacred keys reprove 

The silent locks, that prayers nor curses move. 
"Unpaid brave Luthei*'s hand works to remould 

Divinity; or Calvin's skill to dress 
Law-gods with living terror; to deaf eyes. 

Blind tongues are mumbling. On the struck gods press 
Gruel reason's arrows lords of the bare skies. 

Thou fool ! though words nor worlds the god confess, 
Undimmed in love's true soul liis image lies. 
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An Impossible Request. 

Ah I bid the bee desert the flower^ 
The bird its dear nest shun^ 

The parching grass npbraid the shower^ 
The blossom chide the sun. 

Ah ! bid the sea-anemone^ 

Its clinging hand unlock ; 
Or constant echo's plaintive cry. 

Forsake the mountain rock. 

Ah ! bid the rose forget thy lips. 

The graces rebel prove, 
Thy sacred eyes, the dawn's eclipse, 

No more the hurt gods move. 
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Ahl bid a wounded captive fly 
From feet, from eyes, from breath, 

From all save one sweet face where lie 
Hopes that dare feed on death. 
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Incomplete. 

" Hear the oriole's fuller throat 

Pour the passion of his note, 

See the golden buttercup 

Drink the healing sunshine up ; 

See the zephyr's pleading sighs, 

The blushing rose's lips surprise ; 

See the bees with murmuring wing 

Soothe the blossoms that they sting ; 

See the waves love's lesson teach 

To warming rock and trembling beach. 

Strange that nature finds a bliss 

In that quaint union styled a kiss.'* 

Winning words from lovely maid 

That through the treacherous meadow strayed 
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But her laugh and flying feet 
Left my answer incomplete. 
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Beauty's Excess. 

A tiionsand lovely maids less fair^ 
Might from thy beauty's bounty dress 

Their fatal charms, the world's despair, 
Nor wound thy perfect loveliness. 

A thousand poets less divine 
Might from thy music's sacred fire. 

In borrowed glory proudly shine. 
Nor tame one string of thy sweet lyre. 

My life's cruel waste and dull decay 
Shall feed with oil a lamp of light. 

To lead thy name's reluctant ray 
Among the stars that mock the night 
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The Weaver. 

I have woven a net for thy feet. 

Lest the slow leaden wind may entreat 

The swift airy flight 

Of their pinion light, 
My rooted love's whispers to cheat. 

I have woven a net for thy hair, 

Lest the sheltering night should despair 

If the wild loveliness 

Of thy wandering tress. 
Spread its sabler wing on the air. 

I have woven a net for thy hand. 
Lest its whiter charm serve as a wand 
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That shall tempt the cruel snow. 
Like step-mother, to throw 
Its treacherous cloak o'er the land. 



I have woven a net for thine eye. 
That no glittering arrow may fly. 

To awaken the Sun 

Ei*e his slumber is done. 
That thy beauty's retreat he may spy. 

I have woven a net for thy heart. 
That no word from love's goal may depart 
But, like rose leaf embayed. 
Where the wave is ne'er laid. 
Still whisper how lovely thou art. 
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Love's Delight 

No god were so supremely blest. 
Could I my weary sorrows rest. 
Upon thy tender-breathing breast, 

Laura 

Culling the rainbow's loveliest rays 

To deck with brightest flowers thy praise. 

The burden of immortal lays, 

Laura. 



Watching thy words in music flow. 
Thy frolic glances kindlier grow. 
Thy smiles their changing sunshine show, 

Laura. 
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Wearing thy soft arms' rosy wreath. 
Drinking thy hyacinthine breath. 
Through blissful life to blissful death, 

Laura. 



Happy my life's sweet labor done. 
To see thy name the proudest one, 
That fame has carved upon the sun, 

Laura> 
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Remember Not 

Eemember not, May-maiden bright. 
Whose sweet, unconscious loveliness, 

Eained joyance on my winter night. 
And breathed a healing balm to bless 

A heart that far too deeply wrung, 

t 

To wish another's bosom stung, 
For thee can pray ; be all forgot. 
Save two brave words, remember not. 



Bemember not ; through trembling leaf 
Thy peerless, budding charms appear 

Unfretted by a glance of grief. 
The honor of the purple year. 
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My inmost soul that drank their beam. 
To feed its last and holiest dream, 
For thee can wish, all were forgot. 
Save two brave words, remember not. 



Eemember not; base envy's tongue 

Would work thy tender breast annoy. 
If memory's whispers fondly hung 
Upon thine ear's consenting joy. 
The gentlest hope my heart can frame 
Is that the sorrow of his name 
Who lives in thee, be all forgot, 
Save two brave words, remember not. 



Eemember not ; thy beauty's crown, 
The crest of morning's brightest wave. 

Have I not seen ? Nor less have known. 
Thy voice that lured me from the grave. 

What recompense have I to give 

To her who taught my soul to live? 
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Alas! the wish, be all forgot. 

Save two brave words, remember not. 



Remember not ; the thought of thee 
At morning wins me from despair ; 
And with its sacred melody 

At evening wooes me to the prayer. 
Kind Heaven ! send me her sum of pain. 
And all my joy bear back again. 
And this sad wish, be all forgot. 
Save two brave words, remember not. 



Remember not ; if my dull thought 
Has gathered music from thy face. 
As smoke, that curls from peasant's cot. 

Turns crystal fair in morning's rays. 
My truest song, my deepest sigh. 
That bears away my heart to die. 
Is the sad wish, be all forgot. 
Save two brave words, remember not 
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The Prisoner. 

In vain the poet's eye has sought, 
Through Nature's cheating form, 

The cradle of the breathing thought. 
That keeps earth's pulses warm. 

The hidden home of sovereign love. 
Whoso consecrated dream 

9 

Floats over meadow, shore, and grove 
O'er mountain well and stream. 

Cease, toilers, on an idle quest. 

Viewless to mortal eyes. 
Upon a vestal's marble breast, 

The. god i^iprisone^ U^ 
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The glances of his fading eye 
Have changed to music's grief. 

Whose words the sunbeams' fingers tie 
To murmuring wave and leaf. 

But fair and ever fairer grows. 
Fairer than tongue can tell. 

The maid whose saintly beauty throws 
O'er winged love its spell. 
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The Poet 

Who with truer eye has won 
A beauty from the skeleton! 
Or with touch of gentle hand 
Drawn water from the thirsty sand I 
Or from midnight's cavern deep 
Lured the morning rose to peepl 
Or from evil misery wooed 
The spirit of a higher good! 
Who with loyal faith would light 
The sleeping ocean's fiery might. 
In honor of a sacred name. 
Wrapping the baser world in flame! 
Yet with careful tread o'erpass, 
A glow-worm lurking in the grass ! 
Much of love and more of sorrow. 
Such unthinking heart will borrow. 
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The Twilight Maid. 

Lady, whoso peerless loveliness 

Consenting day and night confess. 

In the gentle wedded hour, 

When twilight breathes its magic power. 

And stealthy from their noontide sleep. 

Beauty *s hidden spirits creep. 

No lofty rhyme of beaten gold 

The blossom of thy name shall hold: 

But the pine-leap answering 

The throstle's note shall sweetly sing 

Thee, as dreaming sunbeam fair. 

And holy as pale evening's prayer. 
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The Humming Bird. 

Beneath a trailing vine's sweet shade^ 

I saw a tiny nest, 
Its conscious thread to music laid. 

The buildor'iB care expressed. 

Around it many a scarlet flower 
The humming bird had twined; 

To lure within his gentle bower 
His mate's inconstant mind. 

Bright gem of plumed beauty's pride. 

The Muses' ornament, 
Soon will thy misty, glancing bride 

At passion's call relent. 
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With careful joy a wooing nest 

I, too, have woven fair, 
And its half-hidden portal dressed 

With roses fresh and rare. 

But, deaf to music's flattery. 
The heart's entanglement. 

My mistress mocks the plaintive ciy 
Of love's fond discontent 
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Embarrassment 

Beauty, could I but love thee less, 
Not diflQcult it were to dress 
In royal phrase thy loveliness. 

But when I gaze upon thy face, 
Such blinding splendor round it plays, 
Each word shrinks back in cruel disgrace. 

As when a daisy rears its head 
In hope to light the flowery mead, 
And sees the dawn its radiance shed. 

Yet, in thine absence overbold, 

A basket have I made to hold 

Thy gentle name's untarnished gold. 
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Of osiers lined with pencilled fern 
Where peeping rose-buds trembling bom. 
And violets their eyes uptam. 
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S'weet Delav^are. 

Flow on, flow on, sweet Delaware! 

The crested hills and sea 
Delight thy silvery voice to share. 

And pour their heart in thee. 

Full many mountain maidens fleet. 

And ocean's rosy daughters, 
Have paused to watch their charms retreat 

Beneath thy lingering waters. 

But ne'er thine answering dream has seen, 

Or wakening eye a sight. 
So fair as gleamed thy banks between 

On gentle yester night. 
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When she of beauty bom the flower, 
Lay floating on thy wave, 

And to the twilight's mystic hour, 
A human presence gave. 



Above, through parted cloud, love's star 

Reigned o'er the sky alone. 
Below, with radiance brighter far, 

A face in beauty shone. 



Who once of that cold face of pride. 
Had seen the crystal flame. 

Not all thy water's swelling tide 
His kindlng love could tame. 



Who once had drunk the healing balm. 

Her budding lips enfold. 
No care would fret his blissful calm. 

Though oceans o'er him rolled. 
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Flow on, flow on, sweet Delaware, 

And to the deepest sea. 
From thy dear banks forgetful bear 

The joys love rained on me. 
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Love's Birth. 

Ah I who can tell how love is bom. 

From gentle touch or word? 
Or feigning glance of winning scorn. 

By which the pride is stirred? 

Sweet is the loye that sudden springs 

Prom maiden's glances coy, 
And its auroral splendor flings 

O'er youth's swift changing joy. 

Sweet is the love by pity fed, 

Fair child of parent fair, 
That crowns the homeless wanderer's head 

With flowers the angels spare. 
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But love a source more sacred knowns 

When hidden from the eye, 
Through bitter mutual grief it throws 

Truth's living harmony. 

Pure soul with soul in music wrought, 

Transfused with fond desire. 
Thought woven upon answering thought. 

One word, one hope, one fire. 

Such love unborrowed, self divine. 

Beginning has nor end; 
Such love kind Heaven's heart to mine 

Has bid its angels send. 
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Kncouragement 

Pair maiden, winsome, proud, and coy. 
Ah! wherefore dost thou shun me! 

Enchantress, raining life and joy. 
Turn, turn, and look upon me! 

Thy footsteps light, the Summer through 

My lips with kissed bound. 
Nor less tho crystal-crested snow 

Has been with love- wreaths crowned. 

Ah! let my hand thy soft touch wear. 

Why tremble, gentle maid? 
What should the water lily fear 

Upon the dark stream laidl 
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Ah! closer bend thine ear's sweet charm. 
Till my heart in music break; 

What knows a pearly shell of harm. 
Though the wild wave's whispers wake I 

Ah! blame me not if on my breast 

Thy sacred head I lay. 
Like freighted vessel brought to rest 

In some deserted bay. 

Forever there thou'lt cherished be. 
By sheltering arms and brave. 

That careless mock the fickle sea. 
And swift, relentless wave. 
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Wise Unbelief. 

Maiden, cionld I once believe thee, 
Trust me, all too soon I'd leave thee ; 
But thine anger with such store 
Of noble feeling brimmeth o'er. 
Like a sunbeam-freighted cloud. 
Bending 'neath its golden load. 
How can I persuade my mind 
E'er to fashion thee unkind? 
Summer words that wrought me ill. 
Shall I trust their honey still ? 
Wherefore truer should I deem 
Words that grow in winter breme ? 
Let me both believe or none. 
Nor, o'erwise, be twice undone. 
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Hardier the wheat seeds grow 
Strewn upon the freezing snow. 
Brighter from the lightning flower 
Gleams the dreaming sunset's hour. 
Maiden, whose unfettered pride 
With free nature seems allied. 
Trust me, could I once believe thee, 
All too soon with life I'd leave thee. 



227 



The Adelopod. 

Maiden^ gliding o'er the sod, 
As by the Graces' sandal shod. 
Art thou an adelopod? 

See you not, my lightsome lass. 
How the tall and slender grass, 
Printless rises as you pass. 

Purge our doubt with happy sight. 
Of what would be a world's delight, 
Nor doom us to this skeptic plight. 

Where fair effect from constant cause 
Divorced, makes linked science pause. 
Through cruel defect of nature's laws. 
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See, Jove forgets his married nod. 
And at Heaven's verge the Ood 
Peeping sighs Adelopod. 
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Vespers. 

Marvel of the flattered Heaven, 
Maiden, kneeling at thy shrine 

Like the spirit pure of even. 
Breathing morning's hope divine. 

Holier than the candle's dream. 
On the conscious altar lying. 

Shines the consecrated beam 
Of thy vestal faith undying. 

Clothed with beauty, like a star. 
Maiden, thou wilt never know 

What unceasing fires of war 
From thy gentle glances grow. 
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The clashing atoms' restless strife 
Wakes the sacred candle's flame. 

Ah ! may the words that rob my life 
Weave a glory jround thy name! 
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The Glove. 

Prithee answer, dainty Glove, 

His name who asks is harmless Love, 

Where thy tenant's footsteps rove. 

Once this soft consenting nest 
Felt a wild swan's gentle breast, 
Fluttering in sweet unrest. 

Once within this tiny hold. 

The whitest lamb of nature's fold 

Mocked the sable snowfiiakes cold. 

Once within this citadel 
Beauty's regent deigned to dwell, 
A vestal in her sacred cell. 



Warden thon, of timid mind, 

Xot with fetters swift to bind. 

The peerless prize that lures mankind. 

That monarchs might with jewels strew 
Thy threshold, or with kingdom sue 
The envied treasure once to view. 

Nothing now so proud or vain. 
But would deem its touch a stain, 
Where such visitant h^a laiii.. 

Set my wing reluctantly 
Craves with strange infirmity 
To nestle in this nunnery. 

And in every nook to slip 

A lurking kiss, whose poisoned lip 

Shall wound each truant finger tip. 
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Love's Banquet. 

Poor child of the wild wood. 

Where gettest thou thy food? 
Now that thy summer friends are dead 
And the rich prodigal Autumn fled. 

Hath not the thrifty bee 

A sting to punish thee, 

With naked sword 

Guarding her hoard. 
Thy rosy lips that supped the honeydew, 

The freezing winds have clothed with pallid hue. 

Though I be left forlorn, 

To feed upon the thorn. 
Yet, never had a royal guest 
Before him spread a richer feast. 
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Proud store of noble thought 
By generous poets brought. 
And fuller measure. 
Thy life's treasure 
Sweet Maiden, bids the wondering niggard worlds 
Poor miser's lamp, see the Sun's flag unfurled I 
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The Last Avatan 

Our gentle Lady bountiful, 

Fruit of the barren sea. 
Thy liquid grace, thy changeless soul. 

Breathes nature's harmony. 

All gods and goddesses in thee 

Their golden centre find> 
The elemental energy 

Lives in thy shainng mind. 

Night nestles in thy raven hair. 
Thy brave eye lights the day. 

The floating clouds thy sweet dreams are, 
The winds thy voice obey. 

Spring wakens at thy happy smile. 
Thy breath, the summer warms. 
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Thy bounty honors autumn's toil, 
Thy pride cold winter arms. 

The lilies wear their sacred charm 

The shadow of thy breast, 
The royal roses crimson warm 

Are in thy kisses dressed. 

The heart-born God his bow has bent. 

Thy sable eyebrow's curve. 
His quiver is my bosom rent 

By darts untaught to swerve. 

Kind Power, a fatal form less fair. 

Be by thy mercy found, 
Make not death's keenest pang despair. 

At absence from our wound. 
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Love's Last Hour. 

Beloved^ nearer let me lie, 
Still nearer thy reluctant heart, 

Though sooner doomed by thee to die, 
Though sooner doomed from thee to part. 

One blissful hour devoid of fear, 
On sweet flowers sinking to long rest. 

Thy music breathing in my ear. 
Ill-fated, yet no god so blest. 

Like bee that of the hoarding hive 

Forgetful, loads the balmy air 
With pregnant germs, of power to give 

A newer life to blossoms fair. 

When chilly night his wing o'ertakes. 
Within the closing rose ho creeps; 
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His bier in endless beauty wakes^ 
In endless night the toiler sleeps. 

ThuSy Darlings thee my care has sung^ 
ThuSy Darling, if foredoomed to die. 

The rose and lily fair among 
Imprisoned, dying, let me lie. 

Yet when thy sable locks are gray. 
And dimmed thine eye's wild loveliness. 

When burdening years thy step delay. 
And age and grief thy beauty dress. 

Then when thou knowest thyself more fair 
Than peerless maidens in their prime, 

A spirit raining everywhere 
Immortal sunbeams through my rhyme. 

Not all unworthy of thy love. 

Perchance thy gentler thought will own 
Him, whose despair in silence wove 

A robe of light for thee alone. 
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I Loved a Maiden. 

I loved a maiden^ 

Fairer never seen, 
Beauty overladen. 

Nature's peerless queen. 

From her honied breath 

Life itself I drew, 
Dreaming not that death 

Mid her kisses grew. 

Lifeless now I lie. 
By my love forsaken. 

Cannot love's last sigh 
Memories fond awaken. 
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The Prayer. 

Twas in the merry month of May, 
When nature breathes sweet holiday. 
Across a meadow wandering, 
With oaten pipe that plumed its wmg, 
I met a maid who nothing said, 
But with her glance the daisies fed. 
** Sweet daisies," said I, "happy ye 
That with such banquet nourished be." 
Then seated by the fair prude's side. 
Her ear with idle praises tried ; 
Telling her the grasses bent 
Beneath her beauty's blandishment ; 
Telling her new sunbeams woke 
At each word her music spoke ; 
Telling her her tiny foot 
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Wooed the budding leayes to view it ; 

Telling her Mnrillo drew 

Prom such a face our Lady true ; 

With a thousand voices more 

Beating on a barren shore. 

For I no other answer had 

Than " Poor creature, he is mad.** 

Till at length all power forsook 

A tongue that ill such praise might brook, 

And pride held each awakening word 

In its sullen tomb interred. 

Till the maiden smiling^ said^ 

** Tell me, why was Marsyas flayed ?" 

Sweet words uttered with such grace. 

That my hand forgot its place. 

And ere I the truant knew, 

Bound the maid its fetter threw. 

When suddenly I heard a cry, 

*^ Unhand me, villain, or you die ; 

Forbear, foolhardy youth, forbear ; 

Came never death your path so near." 
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Then, by a holier feeling tanght. 

Guidance from above she sought. 

And saintly gro?m as peerless fair. 

Closed her eyes in silent prayer ; 

Then whispered, ^^ Heaven I what is this? 

It cannot, must not be a kiss, 

To force my sorrow to recall 

The law of our confessional, 

Who wish for absolution's grace, 

A stolen treasure mast renlace." 
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Del Tempo Felice Nella Miseria. 

Forever be thou happy, Sweet, 
As I am wretched, saoh the prayer 

My lips with anguish pale repeat. 
Last solace of cruel love's despair. 

As in this solitary spot. 

Once peopled with a thousand loves, 
Bemembering all, myself forgot, 

I bleed, while beauty careless roves. 

The hope that bore me to the stars. 
The beckoning finger clear of God, 

My path with mountain fetters bars, 
With living coals my feet has shod. 
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By noblest means I strove to gain 
The noblest, if a thought of fame 

My purpose marred with generous stain, 
111 Beauty, thou that fault may blame. 

Who conquered, and sweet spoiler felt 
The sacred fire the chosen know, 

Enraptured on thy bosom melt, 
In music through thy pulses flow. 

I wish no other eye than thine. 
To read the songs thy glances wrote — 

Sweet songs whose gentle thoughts entwine. 
Like murderer's hands around my throat 
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Waiting. 

The moon has risen, where art thon, my Love? 

Dost thou not see the shadows beckoning? 

Dost thou not hear the love-star carolling? 
Dost thou not heed what pleading zephyrs move 

The trembling whispers of the vacant grove? 
Nor listen to the low prayers of the spring. 
Nor answer wooing nature murmuring 

With voices that thy lingering step reprove? 

« 
Alas! what profit in the silvery ray. 

That frets the eyelid of love's passion flower. 
Changing sweet night to a diviner day. 

Imprisoning our life in one fond hour. 
If treacherous beauty with deaf feet delay. 

And torturing fears the gentle heart devourl 
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The Revolt 

Why are we duped with words, the slaves of lies? 

Base practice of the lawyer and the priest. 

By all the tribe of idle bellies blest. 
Whose juggling tongues, the soul's sad obsequies. 

With broods of earth and heaven-born gods surprise 
Our toil. They pouring in youth's sleeping ear 
Their poison, clothe his noble rage with fear. 

And people hell with whom earth's prison denies. 

Thou Truth of Truth, whose shaping thought of fire 
Beigns in the unseen worlds, thy beauteous face 

Hide not in scorpion locks from our desire. 
Has science' knife pricked thee in mortal place? 

Nor turn thy worshipers in vengeful ire 
To stone; speak and inform our hearts with grace. 
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The Ne^v Gods. 

Immortal rise the gods whom science slays. 
And nobler, breathing from the crystal skv 
A beauty born of silent majesty, 

Whoso sacred charm the victor^s madness sways. 

And our rebellious thought in music lays. 
As steals upon the soul's rewakcning ey^ 
The meaning of life's hidden mystery, 

Whose influence the unseen star obeys. 

Nor less his honor, who with chainl^ss heart 
Piercing the subtle veil of hope and fear. 

The poet's dream and the magician's art. 
That held in bondage childhood's painted year. 

Beholds the cheating nebulous clouds depart. 
Yet wonders, what new suns their pride uprear. 
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Forget Me Not. 

Forget mo not, when on the dreaming deep. 
Where all things are forgot, the heedless wave 

Breathes its sweet burden of eternal sleep, 
An echo many-voiced from one still grave. 

Forget not him, who sang thy praise and thee. 

Proud Laura, envy of the jeweled sea. 
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Contrast. 

Where and how sweet is thy song^ 
Where and how timid my word. 

Its praise, but thy melody's wrong, 
A leaf by the nightingale stirred. 

Where and how meek is my prayer. 
Where and how lovely thy lips. 

Grown by denial more fair. 
Under thy cruel finger-tips. 

m 

Where and how hard is thy heart. 
Where and how idle my lays. 

Teaching the rose leaf the art, 
Love's sorrow on marble to trace. 
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Where and how weak is my wing. 
Where and how lofty my qneen^ 

Joy of the star carolling. 
And of glow-worm larking unseen. 
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Forgotten. 

The hungry hours ! the hungry hours ! 

No step that whispers thee, 
The gilded throng the city pours, 

Sweeps by forgetfully. 

The hungry hours ! the hungry hours ! 

No glance that whispers thee, 
The sunbeams round me fall in showers. 

To mock my misery. 

The hungry hours I the hungry hours 1 
No word that whispers thee. 

In vain my prayer the heavenly powers 
Upbraids with treachery. 
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The hungry hours 1 the hungry hours t 
No hope that whispers thee. 

The tempest round my footstep lowers^ 
I faU, I faint, I die ! 
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The Prude. 

Thy word denies its thread of gold 

To gild my coarser gram, 
Thy sunny glance breathes promise cold^ 

As autumn's cheating rain. 

Thy hands the snow drift's whiter broody 

Framed to allure thy lover. 
If once his lingering touch intrude. 

Their treacherous wing discover. 

Thy frown if but thy lovely face 

Awake its peerless name, 
Bobs echo of the gentle grace. 

That clothes its answer lame. 
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The Ice Flower. 

Maiden^ whom I long have wooed. 
Wooed with hope's slow yielding prayer. 

With the summer's changing mood 
Colder grow thy glances rare. 

Like a poor bird lingering, 

Lured by autumn's treacherous sky. 
Trembling love delays his wing, 

On thy snowy breast to die. 

But tnough thy heart all frozen lies 

In vestal glory beautiful. 
Through the cruel unyielding ice 

Nature works its miracle. 
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Opening on my eager sight 
Starry blossoms peeping gleam. 

Baying forth the fresh delight 
Of thy wakening maiden dream. 
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Moderation. 

Sorceress, unweare the charm. 
That my trembling spirit's harm 
Ever working, to despair 
Lures me on with vision fair. 

Never shape of Heavenly birth 
Lighting on the joyous earth, 
Bained on dreaming poet's eye 
Such heart-haunting ecstacy. 

Veil thy glance's fairer ray 
Than the pregnant germ of day. 
That with beauty's blinding light 
Wraps my soul in sudden night. 
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Urge no more thy wanton pain^ 
Fastening fetters on the slain. 
Urge no more thy torturing smile. 
Framed death's swift wing to beguile. 
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The Fair Recusant 

Faint at Laura's feet I sank 

And as my soal her glances drank 

Strove to frame the undersong 

Of nature chiding Winter's wrong. 

Caught from petulant rivulet 

That struggling broke the Frost-king's net. 

And with echo musical. 

Sang the year's first madrigal. 

But vain my veiling music's art 

Entrance sued to beauty's heart. 

Whose unyielding frigid reign 

Bosy love still held in chain ; 

Though who saw her glances coy 

Lore the dawn with promised joy. 
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Nor fled unwise the oriole's note 
Blossoming in her pearly throat, 
HI could guess their passion's rise 
From her heart's unbreathing ice, 
111 could guess such tender fire 
Played around a frozen lyre, 
111 could guess the crimson wing 
On the snow bird wintering ; 
Wooing Venus' charms allied 
With Diana's marble pride. 
Treacherous union never blest 
With its own or other's rest. 
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The Poet's Ans^ver. 

** Banish idle poets. 

The world will love the light. 
If their fancy's voice 
Woo not from the right. 
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Stolen rays from Heaven, 
Darken common life ; 

Stolen dreams of peace, 
Set our hearts at strife. 



*' The wild, careless song 
Of the laughing wave 
Tempts the foolish throng 
To their shroudless grave. 
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" With Ufe's honest toil 
Be our souls content ; 
To the simple truth. 
Be our purpose lent." 

Mourned the poets all. 
That their idol's voice 

Bad the vulgar world 
In their grief rejoice. 

But the Ood who made. 
The mute tortoise sing. 

Of a duller lyre 
Touched the faithful string. 

" Though our heart's red drops 
Stain the vestal snow, 
Bedder are her lips. 
Fairer is her brow. 

** Dark as raven's wing 
Brooding o'er despair 
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Are the tangled tresses 
Of her silken hair. 

** Though her heedless word 
Doom our joy to woe. 
Sweeter is its note 
Than the angels know. 

"Though in her we die. 
Happier far the death, 
Than immortal life 
At another's breath." 
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The Flo^ver of Love. 

What proud flower paints the sombre earth 

With joy from Heaven won ! 
Soul of the day, thy shadow's worth 

Outweighs the fruitful sun. 

The beam that gems the trembling sea^ 

Herald of rosy dawn, 
Wakes not such tender ecstacy, 

As from thy glance is bom. 

The arrow of the crystal noon. 

That spurs the budding leaf. 
But ill reflects thy white faith's boon 

Of hope to hopeless grief. 
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The dying day's reluctant hour. 

The hunger of the eye, 
Breathes not such melancholy power 

As thy loved memory. 

Thy smile, my soul's sweet paradise. 

Lives ever in my dream. 
Fed with delight from languid eyes. 

That ever holier gleam. 
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The Student 

Kotliing I know except tliee beautiful. 
No other object lives within my eye. 

My genius is but memory of thee. 
My one delight, and business but to cull. 

With priceless hand that mocks my nature dull, 
The winged flowers that peep reluctantly 

From thy coy heart, ere heavenward they fly. 
Each thought a god, some nobler world to rule. 

Misjudge me not if I entreat to sleep 

Death's dreamless sleep upon thy gentle breast. 
From no ill wish to make my darling weep. 

But as a happy child that steals to rest 
On roses, that his hoarding fingers heap, 

So let me lie with perfumed breath oppressed. 
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The City's Hope. 

She paused upon the bulwark high 
That stems brave Hudson's tide. 

Of light she seemed and melody 
The happy child and bride. 

The city's sullen, breathing bulk 
Outstretched before us lay. 

Like a dismantled mammoth hulk 
Drifted within the bay. 

The toiling thousands tireless strain. 

Their leaden linked care. 
To load with spoil of heart and brain 

The fortress of despair. 
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They toil, she sleeps, bat sleepless fame. 

Flattering the miser's slave. 
Whispers the glory of her name 

Above the living grave. 
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Recollection. 

Above the snow-crowned bridge the grey tower 
stands^ 

The desert hills around are winter bare. 
The trees no longer press their tender hands^ 

No voice of tuneful birds delights the air. 

The stern rocks frown upon the sullen stream^ 
Whose frozen feet creep slowly either way. 

The sere grass shudders in the chilling beam 
Of the cold sun, that mocks the joyless day. 

Why does the memory of this dreary scene 
Pour through my heart a flood of ecstacy? 

Beloved, know where thy sweet feet have been. 
E'en death's drear face looks beautiful to me. 
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The Recompense. 

As dressed in childhood's langnage rise 
Oar deepest thoughts^ so^ Sweety in thee 

My song^ that meaner birth denies^ 
Embodied^ pours its harmony. 

" No lesser gift is mine," I said, 

" My soul I'll coin into gold. 
With which her beauty garlanded 

Shall shine in glory manifold. 

*' What are a thousand lives, if one 

Eternal spirit burst in light, 
To each new generation 

Allying treasure infinite!" 
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So gpnming other thievish care. 
Thine every passion, feeling, thought. 

With sacred love that mocked despair, 
To crystal form my study wrought. 

And is my recompense to die? 

Sad flower for gentle love to bear. 
Yet shall my djdng lips deny 

Ko word that wrote thee good as fair. 

But evil were it for thy fame 

If foolish tongues in future days, 
Kot knowing thee unworthy blame. 

Should thus thy noble nature praise. 

A goddess has this woman grown. 
Immortal sovereign of the world ; 

The slave that helped her to the throne 
Her hand to endless night has hurled. 
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The Thief. 

Gruel Love! the thief of happy sleep. 
Sweet hope of gentle dreams to lend 
Her face to aching eyes that weep 
Unhallowed absence without end. 

The moon's empurpled loveliness 
Infolds each blissful leaf and flower. 
And ministering angels bless 
With silvery touch the sacred hour. 

But my sad eyes, whose fatal sight 
Beheld the veil* of Heaven withdrawn, 
Inherit now the night of night. 
The ashes of a golden dawn. 
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Dirge. 

Closer draw the winding sheet 

Round the beauty of her feet! 

Stilly stilly is she and marble cold^ 

Crystal form from beauty's mould ! 

Voiceless the enchanted tongue, 

On which our deepest worship hung! 

Mute the heart, that no dismay 

Quelled, though flames walled up the way! 

Dimmed the eye that looked upon 

Unveiled the anger of the sun ! 

What slave so base that would not give 

His life again to see thee live ! 

Yet all too sacred is thy bier 

To know a mortal lover's tear ; 
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I, thy humble vassal true> 
Bender thee my homage due ; 
I^ who when the murderous pack 
Fastened on my bleeding track. 
Found within thy threshold rest. 
Food, and charity more blest. 
Death has found thee and the grave 
Claims thee, noble, true, and brave ; 
Mine the task on it to lay 
Glory's unforgetf ul ray. 
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Alone. 

I^ living but to suffer, sit alone. 
Shrouded in night and in a veil of tears 
Blacker than night, that mocks the starry beam. 
And blinds the unquenchable light of Christ's clear 

eye. 
Mourning my dead love that beside me lies. 
Whose icy hand answers my groping touch. 
With other eloquence than the sweet past knew. 
When on my ravished sight a vision shone. 
That heaven itself with wonder and delight 
Beheld, such glory lived within her glance. 
And such a sacred fire breathed from her breathy 
Whose word a mortal changed into a god ; 
And on the change she, fading, left me here^ 
A god to suffer and a god to die. 
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La Belle de Nuit. 

I, the opal flower of night. 
Stirred by languid melancholy. 
In the moon^s unreal light 
Waken to the dirges holy. 
That forsaken zephyrs sing, 
Bound the Sun's bier lingering ; 
While the bat from mufl&ed wings 
Quivering dreams around her flings. 
And with exiled cry the owl 
Answers earth's unquiet souL 

As the firefly's measured beam 
Marks the music of night's dream. 
Haunting visions timorous creep 
From hoary mountain chambers deep; 



Masking shapes that darkling fly. 

Beautiful in mystery ; 

Airy visitants that give 

Aspirations fugitive ; 

Pilgrim voices careless day 

With clanging pinion sweeps away ; 

Dear as echo from the grave. 

Or fettered sigh in sea-locked cave. 

Or hidden rivulet whispering 

Promise to the ice-bound spring, 

Or beauty's pale transparent face 

Through the cruel wave breathing grace. 

On my lips the moonbeam's kiss 
Paints the shadow of love's bliss ; 
Cold as snowflakes light that rest 
On the bird's deserted nest ; 
Cold as vestal's wounded pride ; 
Cold as hope of 'widowed bride ; 
Cold as new-born baby pressed. 
Lifeless to its mother's breast ; 
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Cold as pity's touch that vain 
From lovelorn hearts would steal the pain. 
Hearts on bloodless kisses fed. 
Happier with the unmocked dead. 

For in my cloistered thought I keep 
One passionate image mirrored deep. 
Though ever doomed, imperial Sun! 
With maiden eye the wish to shun. 
Ah! would my heedless charmer knew 

Me not less fair, me far more true 
Than the favorites golden crowned. 
That drink the perfume of his wound; 
Generous love's unanswered prayer 
Breathes a soul from its despair. 
Immortal hope unknown to light. 
Won from sorrow infinite. 
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The Rubric. 

The sexless code's ungentle sway 

May guide the priestly fold, 
Unloved, unloving, on their way, 

To summits white with cold. 

The rubric of Cornelia's lips. 

Wisdom the angels learn. 
Leads, where though night the sun eclipse. 
Soft vales with roses burn. 
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The Hour. 

It is the hour^ it is the hour^ 

Of hoarding time the crowning flower. 

When my lady's beauteous feet 

Promise their poor slave to greet. 

She is coming, fairest queen, 

That mortal eye has ever seen, 

Moving form of majesty, 

Clothed with light from God's own eye; 

She, whose slightest glaiJce to gold 

Turns my mouldy chamber old. 
And to joy celestial 
A heart that sorrow holds in thrall. 
See, upon the table stand 
Flowers impatient for her hand ; 
Five sweet roses bonzaline. 
Mirror of her lips divine; 
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Wild violets that the florist says. 
Blossom but twice seven days ; 
Gentle gift to one, whose love 
Twice seven centuries will prove; 
Fair flowers that all my breakfast be. 
For poets banquet thriftily. 
It is the hour, it is the hour, 
With hopes immortal brimming o'er; 
Soon swift arms will interlace 
In one passionate embrace ; 
Soon the dainty joiner kiss, 
Will unite two hearts in bliss; 
Soon will lips love burdened stain 
Snowy neck in crimson grain; 
Soon, twin blossoms of one sun, 
Soul and soul will melt in one; 
Peace my swiftly beating heart. 
How importunate than art! 
The hour is come, the hour is gone. 
How slow each minute creepeth on. 
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Harsh upon my nervous ear 
Grates each footstep drawing near; 
Hateful grows each form I see. 
Cheating my far straining eye; 
With sudden pang my heart is fed. 
Is my darling sick or dead? 
Or has she grown, ah! jealous fear. 
Indifferent to her lover's tear? 
Armed doubts around me steal. 
Stab on stab their poignards deal; 
Has she heedless grown of one. 
Who drinketh breath from her alone? 
Paint my knees grow, mute my heart. 
From each pore the blood-drops start; 
Lifeless with despair I lie. 
Weltering in groan and sigh; 
Kind Heaven! thee my anguish prays. 
Spur cripple Death, if love delays. 
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Truth. 

I know thee, Lady! gaunt and grim, 
I know thy colder touch than fate, 

Thrice welcome, bitter dame, to him. 

Whose pride like thine disdains the great. 

The wiser sister thou of death. 
Thy shrunken text in idle mood. 

Who holdst him but a coward's breath. 
To rob the Devil of his food. 

Indifferent art thou to birth. 
Before thy sneer the Bourbon proud, 

Becomes a thing of little worth, 
A rattle stifled in a shroud. 
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Nor more thy heart is touched with ^old, 
Our merchant king by thy clear eyes. 

Sees in his marble palace cold 
Another corpse that by him lies. 

The glutton, who devours our isle. 
Is in thv truer mirror healed. 

Beggar, whose worth could scarce beguile 
A worm to leave the potter's field. 

The priest inspired with thought of flame 
Infolds the heavens in holy light. 

Beneath thy frown his sacred name 
Is withered in a double blight. 

Our heroes at thy careless smile 
like grated spectres gaping fly. 

Their only hope a little while 
To rob the grave they cheat to buy. 

A friend I had, another life, 
A treasure dearer than the day, 
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Thy glance disclosed the hidden knife. 
That thirsty in its bosom lay. 

Bat welcome mother, mistress, wife. 
Little I care what name thou art. 

Though thou wilt torture me thro' life. 
Fear not, thou shalt divide my heart. 
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BeTvare, Proud "World. 

Beware^ proud World! how thou despisest 

The humblest of thy creatures^ lest 

In melancholy's sunless mine 

He chance upon a steel divine. 

Whose edge shall cleave your torturing chain^ 

And break your sceptred gods' relentless reign. 
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Detractors. 

He who says thou art not far 
Fairer than all others are, 
Foul as a burnt candle's wick 
Is his breath ; his eyes more th?ck 
Than melted glue ; more deaf his ears 
Than the posts the bench uprears 
In our courts ; his taste more bare 
Than ihe brains of bishops are; 
Ignorance he shows more crass 
Than the learned Doctor Ass; 
Poor his wit as poet's purse 
Fed with scraps from his own verse. 
How shall a mild punishment 
To such miscreant be sent ? 
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Hornets' nests PU quickly tie 
To skunks' tails and bid them fly 
To this scarecrow of his kind, 
That the bees may sting him blind. 
And in sympathetic breath 
He may find a natural death. 
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Temptation Overcome. 

A fiend forever at my heart 

Whispers, since Heaven you cannot win. 
Forsake the foolish lukewarm part. 

Enjoy what pleasure lies in sin. 

Though from the moving purple wine 
Some bitter dregs may chance remain. 

Why lose a golden joy divine 
From idle fear of future painp 

Though masking mischief loves to lie 
In beauty's wooing dimple fair. 

Why pass a dewy rosebud by. 
Thinking a thorn may harbor there ? 
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Hateful alike to heaven and hell. 
Who selfish pick the middle way ; 

No muse will weave her magic spell 
Nor love for them unveil its ray. 
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Advice. 

Babid rodent critic. 
Hear your victim pray. 

That your tongue acetic. 
File not your teeth away. 

Busty rancid teeth. 

The devil's favorite rattle, 
Black with lying breath. 

Cease your baby prattle. 
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Epitaph. 

« 
Stranger, who shall hither come ! 

Know, who lies within this tomb, 

Never knew to tnm his back. 

Though round him closed hell's wolfish pack. 

On his friend or on his foe: 

Further nothing seek to know. 
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Ars Poetica. 

Beside a mountain well I lay^ 
Drinking Jane's enchanted ray, 
Listening the solemn oak tree teach 
Harmony to the graver beech. 
And the long sustaining sigh 
Of the pine leaf's melody. 
Lingering lead the silvery lay. 
Wakening from the pensile spray 
Of the white birch hovering 
O'er the rivulet's beating wing, 
While darting trembling leaves among, 
Like shuttles of a woven song. 
Feathered minstrels ceaselessly 
Idle love's long labor ply. 
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Yet sadder far than merry they, 
A sullen mote in stainless day. 
Watching treacherous sunbeams creep. 
Where maiden mosses cloistering sleep. 
Listless I lie forgetfully. 
And with indifferent glance espy 
The stealthy head of mountain trout 
From its bonnet peeping out. 
For ill the heart is nourished 
With beauty, when its soul is fled. 
And she whose ambush glances bright 
Spurred churlish Winter to delight. 
With absence' bitter irony 
Pierced Summer's painted forgery. 
Thus bound beneath the double chain 
Of former bliss and present pain. 
Gruel nature's joyance threw the dart 
Of ill-timed mirth to aid my smart. 

So long I lay in dull despair. 

The thievish birds pecked at my hair. 



294 



And round my feet the martial aht 
Began his colony to plant. 
When suddenly a tongue of flame 
Whispered the sorrow of my name. 
And bursting through earth's prison mould 
Like jewel dropped from garment old, 
A vision shone, whose loveliness 
Bavished my brooding heart's distress; 
A maid whose charmed bravery 
Might well Orion's belt outvie; 
A sable tress with daisies starred, 

A foot with emerald grasses barred. 
An ivory shoulder from which snowed 

A robe, whose zone with roses glowed. . 
Then I, who in her presence mute 
And tuneless grew as broken lute. 
The folly of the sensitive soul. 
Whose idle dreams the will control. 
Saw fairy elves on colored wing 
Between the sunbeams glistering. 
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And heard their golden voice repeat 
With echoing flight her praises sweet. 

** Beside the fountain of the Sun 

What hlossom breaks in lightl 
Beside the fountain of the Sun^ 

Where living fire drops run) 
What peerless blossom breaks in lights 

Breaks in beauty infinite ! 

** Enchanted child of living fire! 

Thy feet have kissed the earth. 

Thy feet have kissed the trembling earth. 
That like a sacred lyre, 

Mute, till immortals spring to birth. 
Awakes to pour its golden fire. 

Awakes to sing thy birth ; 

Awakes to hymn thy beauty's birth 
With breath of living fire. 

'* The wizard souls that darkling lurk 
lu breathing mine or fettered work 
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In rock and clod^ till by the Sun 
Unchained they leap and run 
In changing changeless motion. 

Delight their voice to raise. 

Delight to hymn thy praise. 
Proud Daughter of the Sun. 
Informing leaf and whispering shell. 
Wild wave and restless ocean. 
With music's mystic spell, 
Till all their gathered parent rays 
Burst forth in sacred poet's lays 
To consecrate thy praise, 

Daughter of the sacred Sun, 

Soul of nature's passion. 

" Thy brighter thought than eye of fire 
Spurs rooted man to proud desire. 
And teaches him the secret brave 
To make the element his slave; 
Each truth a power, a liberty. 
Earth's spirit wins to set man free. 
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And link by link unweaves the chain 
That bars him from thy beauty's reign. 
Till crowned with kingly liberty 
He wears the honor of the sky. 
And knows himself and thee. 

''What flame has sown the sleeping seal 

What splendor clothes the sod ! 
What golden wings of melody 
Thy shining feet have shod! 
Ply, fly, and clothe with beauty's light, 
With love and glory infinite. 

The dying truth of God. 

Voice of humanity! 

Brave spirit of the free! 
Clothe, clothe with breathing love's deL'ght, 
With faith and passion infinite. 

The skeleton of Ood. 

" To music born of rival love 
Thy gleaming pinions move. 
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And beauty, sighs, and coy delight. 
Power and madness infinite, 
Wild voices snnk in dateless night, 
Heroes battling for the right. 
Dying for the common right. 
Dishonored, sunk in dateless night, 
"Waken as thy pinions move 
To the rhythmic song of love. 

*' Spread, spread thy golden pinion. 
Bid frozen veins in music run, 

Voice of divinity! 
Thy sun-bathed soul shall sov'ran sway 
The sullen toilers that obey 
Tradition's evil mystery 
And sacred law's close woven lie. 
That steals the treasures of the day. 
Proud Daughter of the golden Sun, 
Spread, spread thy golden pinion. 
Bid frozen veins in music run, 
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Proclaim the word, let men. be free. 
Proclaim the God Humanity.*' 

While thus the happy mint^rels sing. 
Their comrades dart their eager wing, 
Swift as the arrow of the sun. 
Or thought that seeks the absent one; 
Some circling round the meadow ply 
Their trade of honied thierery. 
Thrifty as the sailing bees. 
When sunflowers serve as Pleiades; 
One elf upon the watery world. 
Like l^antilus, with sail unfurled. 
Tunes the music of his harp. 
As the crested billows warp; 
One scales the mountain's leaning wall, 
Where sit the eagles coronal. 
Watching till on the placid lake 
The parted ripples treacherous break; 
And one that not in yain had sought 
How the wise w^rld its master taugbt. 
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Soaring aloft on bolder wing. 
Pinched a star to make it sing. 
Betnming all unbar the rays. 
Of fancy thirsting for her praise. 

'• A pearl with beauty hoar I bear. 
The ocean's price, for fairer ear. 

Ear, attuned the melody 

To catch that sways the starry sky. 

Violets, we, and roses sweet 

To gather fragrance from her feet. 

Feet, swifter than the wing of light 
Swooping from the mountain height. 

The shadow of the pansy's dream. 
Falling soft on Lethe's stream; 
The mountain lightning's waking wrath. 
Cleaving its untrodden path. 
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Image not the glances Kid 
Fettered 'neath her fringed lid." 

Hark I the wild waves answering 
The mountain voices sweetly sing 

" Spirit maiden of the free 
Ooddess of humanity^ 
Oirdled with oar sleepless might 
Bain on stricken hearts delight. 
Till the law-curse melt in love. 
And slaves in royal freedom move.** 

The while unveiling to the view 
A star leaped forth in splendor new. 
And like a plume of truant night 
Let fall a song aerolite. 

'^ A bitter smoke man's lying race 
Sweeps o'er the barren earth. 

One flower alone of deathless grace 
On desert sands has birth. 
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'' Of sacred loTO fair Spirit proad 

Sole honor of the Kind, 
In vain death weayes its fatal shroud 

Thy beauty's fire to blind. 

'^ When all the sunbeams swift are flown 
And the ice-heat binds no more. 

When earth's cold ashes far are strewn 
On night's unbreathing shore, 

'* Thy moving song's diviner sway 

Shall spur the subject sky. 
And quicken with its sacred ray 

A true humanity," 

Ere ceased their song with eager hand I threw 

Upon her breast, where winged blushes hung, 

A myrtle leaf on which a sweet song grew, 

That to my boyhood's ear a parrot sung. 

The sole survivor of an ancient tongue. 

The English, that once ruled with sovran pride^ 

Till crushed by learning's hand it drooped and died. 
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For now if snn-nnrsed wake % Inscy word^ 
Or thought unknown beneaiih night's mother wing. 
Unguarded peep from its sweet harboring. 
Scarce is a leaf by its child-whisper stirred. 
Or by the listening wind its music heard. 
When thousand critics cry, to horse with speed. 
And deep in dust the gentle stranger tread. 

'^ Grant me one kiss, Maiden, whose mouth 
Beauty's delight, garners the south. 

Look, from its warm rosy bed 

One is just raising its head 
On music fed." 

"What my reward, flatterer bold. 
If I untie one from its fold ? 

Hard is the way and unkind 

Poor kisses wandering find 

With cruel thorns lined. ^ 

" Bracelets of gold. Sweet, shall be thine. 
Heavy the gold, rich the design. 
Skill of Daedalian hand. 
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Wrought at ^monarch's command. 
In distant land." 

'* Barren the sand under i?ie plough. 

Barren the joys gold can bestow, 
TCothing that others can gain. 
Wins from me aught but disdain. 
Careless disdain." 

'* Necklace of pearls, Love, thou shalt own, 
Each pearl a life, each life a crown, 
Linking to-day with the time 
Beauty first grew out of rhyme. 
Bliss-breathing time." 

'* Eayless by day, faded by night. 
Powerless thy pearls, save love to fright. 
Foolish the tempter, whose lure 
Serves to make honor more sure. 
Mere sinecure." 

"Jewels and gold, Queen, have I none. 
Fortune and hope, far, far are gone. 
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Golden my friends too are fled> 
Even the sunbeams are dead. 
Or turned to lead," 

^'Treacherous youth, what hast thou done? 
Passage unbarred, pity has won. 
Pity that finds out the way 
Ever true hearts to betray, 
Yes, of brave nay.'* 

Then answered me the maiden beautiful, 
With lips that shone new bathed in crystal song. 
" Ill-starred are lovers all, but he the chief 

Unfortunate, who looks upon my face; 
Uncertain save of misery his life. 
His death dishonor, and his name the curse 
Of prelate and of ruler, till my hand. 
Memorial, carves on lowly hearts his fame. 
My lips unstained shall mortal never press. 
Till by the world forsaken, by Heaven betrayed. 
To live or die indifferent, his soul 
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Of earth a shadow makes^ of dr^ms a world 
With visions peopled^ and with me their queen/* 

'^ The hour has come, the hour has come, 

I own," I cried, '*nor hope nor home 

A wanderer alien to the earthy 

That cursed the error of my births 

On ether's wave of cloudless day 

Ever floats my soul away. 

From the substance to the dream 

Wooing still the deep thought-beam. 

That moulds with shaping energies 

The splendor of the gleaming skies } 

The sport of fancy's melody. 

Wishing nor to live nor die. 

For when of late a 'treacherous thought 

My footstep to death's threshold Immght, 

Through spectral space unvisited 

By man or angel's eye I sped. 

Yet ever seemed one beauteous face. 

Through shadowy realmis in vain ta ehase. 
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The face my boyhood's paarioii loved 
Loved with madness unreproved. 
That now a mocking vision 
Before my hungry glances shone 
As, like the lost soul of a God 
Tireless, hopeless on I rode. 
Till calmly from a dream of death, 
I woke to drink life's duller breath." 



" Come nearer that I may not thee forget,*' 
Answered the music of her joyous smile. 
The while to greet my timid whisper bold. 
She bent her fairer ear than dimple'« eye, 
That wooing peeped from pearly shoulder proud. 
O'er which her sable tresses lustrous curled. 



" Soft glow thine eyes, thy snowy skin 
With crimson stains, my lips drink in 
Thy soul's wild breath, ah! moment blest. 
Closer thy burning arms are pressed. 
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One^ one, we mingle, fond desire 
Melts body^ soul, into one fire. 
All Heaven's gathered sum of bliss 
Imprisoned breathes in one long kiss. 



*'Among the lilies lying, 
Pale love why art thou sighing? 
The moonbeam pale and river fleet 
Mingle their white gleaming feet. 
And a star-born murmur thrills 
The silence of pine-crested hills. 
Unheeded, thee a rhythmic breath 
With swift charm so o'ermastereth. 
Pale love no longer sighing, 
Among the lilies lying.** 



Upon the cold hillside. 
Shone Beautj golden eyed. 
With parted lips all passion pale. 
Beneath the moonlight's crystal veil. 
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Lying clothed in garment rare. 
In tangles dark of silken hair^ 
Lying clothed in kisses sweet. 
That from her eyelids to her feet 
Burned like roses peeping through 
The stainless drifted mountain snow. 
Till love's deeper kisses sheathe. 
The chiding fears her whispers breathe. 
Luring joys the immortals crave 
Prom her heart's fast beating wave. 
Swiftly gathering into one. 
All raptures of the star and sun. 



So on the cold hillside, 
A homelsss poet's bride. 
My lovely lady, crimson white. 
Shone appareled with delight, 
Like a truant sunbeam hid 
Beneath the still night's closing lid. 
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From the fountain of the mom, 
A gem by music's pinion borne. 
On baiTen love's forgetful shore, 
To blossom once and nevermore. 
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The Hermit 

Unkind misfortune's only eon, 

Tnrougli forest drear I strayed, 
The sunbeams withered one by one 

Beneath the deepening shade. 
' What profits it to night's dull reign 

Unheard to sing and hear 
Cruel echo wounded back again. 

Bring love's brave accents dear?" 



I sighed, when from a lofty pine 
A hidden hermit-thrush, 

With sweet exultant joy divine 
Clothed listening cloud and bush; 
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The whispering leaves stood stilly the stream 

Delayed its petulent fear, 
Fond Nature, wrapped in music's dream, 

Bent nearer eye and ear. 



Ungenerous who deny their best 

And holiest soul to give, 
Careless if in another's breast 

A quickening answer live; 
Yet, Beauty, could I wish thou wert 

Thus wandering lone, that I 
Unseen, might soothe thy bosom's hurt 

With such sweet melody. 
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The Musicians. 

A maid for music's temple planned 

Sat by the ivory keys. 
That vainly sued her whiter hand 

Their spirit to release. 

Alas! her wounded touch the skill 

No longer knows to free 
The voice, whose murmur whispers still 

Coy importunity. 

But pitying its sad unrest. 
Her gentle dream she wings 

To where, in solitude unblessed. 
Sweet music fettered sings. 
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As o'er her instrument the maid^ 

I o'er her beauty mused. 
And with unskillful word essayed 

The hope her heart refused; 

Till I a masking fancy sent 

Within her silent breast, 
To catch with soft entanglement 

Love's rebel in its nest. 

Ah, might I that reluctant fair 

Win from its ivory gate. 
Or my hurt soul forever there 

Bemain incarcerate. 

Stealthy each golden freighted hour 
Stole from me like a thief. 

Till forced from beauty's rosy bower, 
I turned to night and grief. 
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The Conquest 

" She is so beautiful/' I heard 

A gentle maiden say, 
Her lips with sacred feeling stirred. 

Like rose by morning's ray. 

'* Is she so beautiful?" I said, 

And silent sat and thought 
Not of another lovely maid. 

But one to music wrought. 

Whose generous praise a rival's charm 
Had conquered for her own. 

And careless clothed with strange alarm 
A heart to wounds unknown. 
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Not fashioned ill to tell or hear 
Swift beauty's power she seemed. 

Who like a distant vision near 
With soft enchantment gleamed. 

A sunny gifk^oe ^of tjini4 joy, 

A voice the rivulet's note, 
A golden tress, whose tangles coy 

Shadowed a pearly throat. 

Time's touch .may fret her vermeil cheek 
And whiter hand than, snow. 

But her brave spirit's beauty .mc^ek 
Shall ever fairer show. 



^17 



Beauty's Frown. 

A touch that sways the electric fire 
May wrap the world in flame; 

A voice that rules our heart's desire 
May kill with word of blame. 

Enchantress^ whose ungentle frown 
My faltering tongue reproved. 

To thy glad heart be never known 
The thought thine anger moved* 

'^ If she had cared to hear me speak, ^ 

She had not found so dull 
The silence whose fond eloquence meek 

Proclaimed her beautiful." ' 
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But fare thee well^ Tvhat thou hast given 

Thoa canst not take away, 
A face whose beauty whispers Heayen 

To one who dares not pray. 

When folly's favorites boldly press 

Around thy silvery feet, 
To wound thy modest loveliness 

With feigning accents sweet. 

Perchance thy sated ear may turn 
From phrase of polished art, 

And wisli itself tiot deaf to learn 
The music of the heart. 
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A shipwrecked mariner I roamed .. 

Beside the shingly beach, r : : , ' 
The creeping breakers hungry foa,med 

Their prisoner's flight to reach. 



Sadly I mounied a gentle friend. 

Whose parting form I saw 
Snatched from the wreck by mocking Setid, 

And hurled to ocean's maw. 
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When from a cave beside the«aea « ^ A 

I heard a silvery voice. 
That swayed with royal nielbdy 



The billow's soulless noise. 
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There by fair Circe's music lulled. 
His brow with myrtle bound, 

On roses from the sunset culled. 
My happy friend I found. 



" Sweet sorceress, was thine the charm 
That sweilled the masking Wate^ 

Compelling to thy kisseid wArtn 
This tm ftttt fro^ the gtaye ? 



" And thou, my friend, whose prouder thought 

With mine close woyen grew. 
And night and day to beauty wrought 

Truth's changeless figures new. 



" As brave thy youth so peaceful be 
Thy generous manhood blessed, 

While changed to true Penelope 
Fond Circe soothes thy breasts 
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'' Though 1, upon the crested foam, 
Again with tempests ride, 

Forever in my heart thy home 
And its sweet song abide/' 
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Stella. 

Beneath my feet the miners work. 
Around my pathway poignards lurk. 
The woU's voice answers hunger's prayer. 
Their warmth the winter breezes spare ; 
A little while and misery 
Its careless favorite dooms to die ; 
And am I blamed that I beguile 
The assassin hours with beauty's smile ? 
And lingering gaze upon a face 
Where truant sunbeams gather grace ? 
Or is she blameless that would wound 
A hand, whose careful joy has bound 
Her brow with peerless diadem 
To music fashioned gem by gem ? 
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Has it^ since when, become a crime 
To frame in unforgetf ul rhyme 
The Mystic Itose, and awestruck sit 
Silent awhile and worship it ? 
Or must I, hopeless of the mom. 
By night's best beacon left forlorn, 

Unfriended watch all loveless-cold 
The day-star's fading eye of gold, 
Alien to her whose holy charm 

Allures the soul witn promise warm ? 
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Tera Ipsa, 

Why to music's sleepless shell 
Fancy will thy folly spell 
A name, whose charmed melody 
Summons beauty's image nigh? 
Art thou Tera's milliner 
Thou must need apparel her 
In texture of thy cunning loom, 
The lily's snow, the rose's bloom. 
Orient pearl and ore divine 
From the sun's most hidden mine? 
Why delight her languid neck 
With golden serpent's coil to deck? 
Or on ivory shoulder set 
Finer lace than spider's net? 
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Why ddigM to make faeir bib 
Demarey thef wliile 6Wif t fingers knit 
A task whose airy meshes well 
To ptpudent mind of fetters tell? 
Why delight f^oih dimipled 6heek 
To Ivtf^ heir leitiged bltish to speak? 
Or wake trhat fata^l daliger liesf 
Slumbering in ambnsh eyes? 
Foolish Fancy! know'st thou not 
Long eref this she has forgot 
TlieeV thy fifiaster^ and each word 
By her beantjr^s echo stirred. 
Deem, I pray, her picttire isf 
But blie of wealth^s poor forgeries. 
And thyself ^ lacquey bom, 
Not td hold its charms in scoili^ 
Let hei^ «^puttfe<l by hunger roam. 
Banished froiti het dainty home; 

Let her bleeding, i6e-clad feet 
From stolen sunbeams gather heat; 
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Let her fair hand's timid prayer 
Glean what envy loves to spare; 
Let her grope, all anguish blind. 
O'er frozen stream; in hope to find 
Aid gentler than her sistors win 
Prom man's heart compact of sin^ : 

Think you, to your altered eye> • 
This rose will peep so wooingly? 
Yet, alas! in her must lurk 
A touch of nature's handiwork, 
That churlish thought would vainly try 

With cheating comforb to belie; 
For yestermorn a beggar maid 

Met me, wrapped in tattered plaid. 
Whose reluctant, pleading face 
Becalled the half-remembered grace 
Of that cold blossom of the Sun 
I had unwisely looked upon. 
Till the treacherous masker bore 
From avarice all its hoarded store. 
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And left me this dull opiate soDg 
To solace hunger's tortujro long. 
Spendthrift Fancy, cease thy dreaming. 
Beauty's best 's but beauty's seeming. 
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Gelida Nocte. 

From foam-cloud leaping 

A bright star peeping 
In beauty's nest; 
Whispers Pearl maiden^ 
With charms o'erladeu, 
Soft be thy rest. 



Sweet prayers surround thee 
Where slumber has found thee, 

Lily of night; 
'Mid darkness lying. 
Like germ undying, 

Of heavenly light 
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Love-doomed to wander 
Thy window under. 
Hopeless I sigh; 
My heart fast beating, 
One burden repeating, 
V'Mssheflo fligfeP' 

Wild wi»d, could my sorrow 
Thy pinion borrow, 

Pi^t were my care; 
Ere friends ooi^d ^d her. 
Or thought upbraid her. 

Her ixest were bare. 
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The Final Cause. 

The sunbeams sow the earth with power. 

And gem the trembling sea, 
As I from night-s unquiet hour 

Wake still to dream of thee; 

Had Heaven meant me to be mute. 

Why should it mould so fair 
A face, whose glance irresolute 

Allured to chide my prayer ? 

Had Heaven meant thee to be deaf. 

Why hid in golden net 
Should peeping pearl for thievish grief 

A fatal ambush set? 



331. 

Has beauty bat created been 

To undo or be undone? 
And has my madness ahieldless seen 

The snow-child of the Sun? 

Let not thine eye behold me^ Sweet, 

But. let thy miercy see 
A captive bent before thy feet, 

To worship Heaven in thee. 
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Mundi Voces Te Canant. 

Maiden shiniDg from afar. 

Like sunbeam changed to mocking star 

That to uncounted worshippers 

With chainless bounty ministers. 

How easily thou canst forget 

His grief, who wove a fruitless net 

To catch thy coy, forgetful' feet, 

Lingering o'er meadows sweet. 

But, distant charmer, have a care. 

Lest love goaded by despair. 

Far from daisy-crested field. 

Or joys the piny mountains yield, 

Seek ihe freighted secrets vast. 

By ether's surging billow cast 
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On the rodky, treacherous shore. 

Where poet-Wreckers gather lore; 

Spells by sullen madness won/ 

Of sway to dim the noontide sun. 

Or tear the unseen arm in twain. 

That holds the double stars^in chain, 

■1 
Or checking earth's strong onward force. 

To vapor turn the mighty corse. 

Or the nameless comet call. 

To pierce fate's adamantine wall. 

From the in^&nite sole visitant. 

With message strange our law to daunt. 

And prying back to regions blind 

Chariot the freer mind; 

Spells of power to clip thee round 

With icy words that other sound 

Forbidding shall in fetters fine 

Forever house thy soul divine; 

Or skilled to sheathe thy.glance's ray. 

Kindling on its tremulous way. 

And bear each wayward prisoner bright 
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Ff6m Vhose wave are idly tossed' ' 
Worldi like shiBllk with ioolgs eimbbssed 
Of iiges oti their wrinkled rind, ' ^ 
Whdsi^ mnsic'ltires thy lover's mind, 

' Though fed with bftter* memory ^ 
Of golden blistes not to be, ! • ^^ - 
Long to toilinth art divine ' ''-'' ■' 
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